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MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


Writter  in  honor  of  Sherman's  famous  march  from  AtJanta  to  the  Sea. 

Note. — The  editor  would  suggest  for  the  better  and  more  effective  rendition  of  the  following  son^  that 
■jhe  several  verses  be  allotted  in  the  following  manner : 

1st  verse  to  be  sung  by  Solo  Tenor.  2d  verse,  by  1st  Tenors,  unison.  3rd  verse,  by  Solo  Tenor.  4th 
»erse,  by  1st  Tenors,  unison.     5th  verse,  by  ist  Basses,  unison.     Chorus  after  each  verse  by  full  chorus. 

Such  a  distribution  of  voices  adds  variety,  and  greatly  enhances  the  effect.  It  would  be  well  to  observe 
a  similar  method  in  the  rendition  of  each  song. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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MAKCiUNG  TimOL'GH  GEORGlIA. 


sing         an   •   oth   -   er  song — 

heard  the       joy   -    ful  sound  I  How 

wept  with     joy   -   ful  tears,  When 

nev    -     er      reach     the  coast  ! "  So 

Free    -  dom      and      her  train,  Six 


it  with       a  spir    -   it  that     will 

the  tur  -  keys  gob  -  bled  which   our 

they  saw      the  Hon  ■  or'd  flag     they 

the  sau    -   cy  reb    •   els  said,     and 


ty      miles      in 
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i  •    tude —  three 
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start  the     world       a    •    long — 

com    -  mis   -  sa     -     ry      found ! 

had  not      seen       for       years ; 

'twas  a        hand  ■  some    boast, 

hud    -  dred      to         the       main ; 
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Sing  it          as  we  used      to       sing       it, 

How  the  sweet  po    -  ta   -  toes       ev  -      en 

Hard  -     ly  could  they  be         re  -  strain'd  from 

Had  they       not  for  -  got,        a    -   las  !      to 

Trea  -    son        fled  be    -  fore      us,       for        re    - 
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fif  -   ty  thou  -  sand  strong,      ^ 

start  -  ed  from      the  ground, 

breaking  forth       in    cheers, 

reck-  on  with      the    host, 

sis-tance  was       in      vain.        j 


While       we      were  march-ing   through     Geor 
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Chorus. 

Tit  Tenor. 


MARCHIKG  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 
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Ilur  •  rah,        hur    -   rah!      We     bring     the    ju    -     hi    -    lee!      Hur  -  rah,        hur  -    lah  !      The 

2'\  Tenor. 
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1st  Bass. 
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Hur  -  rah,        hur    -   rah  !      We     bring     the    ju    ■     bi    -   lee  !      Hur  -  rah,        hur  -    rah  !      The 
2d  Bass. 
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flag         that    makes      us       free  ! 
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So        we      sang 

, N— N ^ 


the       cho  -   rus      from      At  - 
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we       sang        the       cho   -  rus      from      At 
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The  Battle  Cry  Of  Freedom 

RALLYING  SONG. 


Words  and  Music  bv  GEO.  F.  ROOT. 
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1.  Yes,  we'll  ml   -    ly  'round   the  flag,      boys,  we'll  ral  -    ly  once     a  -  gain, 

2.  We     are   springing       to      the  call  of     onr  Broth-ers  gone    be  -  fore, 

3.  We     will  wel  -  come      to      our  num  -  bers  the     loy  -    al  true  ami    brave. 

4.  So    we're  ring  -  ing       to       the  call       from    the   East  and  from   the  West, 
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Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Fi'ee  -  dom,    We  will  ral    -    ly    from   the  hill-side,    we'll 

Shout  -  ing  Uie  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And  we'll  fill      the       va  -  cant  ranks  with  a 

Shout  -  ing  <Lhe  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And    al  -  tlio'    they   may    be  poor    not    a 

Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom.  And  we'll  hurl    the     reb  -  el  crew  from  the. 
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THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 
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gatli  -  er      from    the  plain, 
mi!  -  lion     free-men  more, 
man    shall    be         a    slave, 
land     Me      love     the  be.st, 


Shout 
Shout 
Shout 
Shout 
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ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom. 

ing  the   bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom. 

ing  the   bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dtm. 

ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  P'ree  -  dom. 
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1st  &  2n(l  'J'enor. 
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The     Un  -  ion   for  -  ev  -  er,  flur  -  rah!  boys,  hurrah!  Down  witli   the  trai-tor, 
1st  &  iiid  Bass. 
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Up    with  the  star :    While ' 
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ral  -  ly  'round  the  flag,   boys,    rai  -  ly   once    a  -  gain,    Shout  -  ing    the     bat    tie  -  cry     of     Free  -  dom. 
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THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 

(BATTLE  SONG.) 

1.  We  are  marching  to  the  field,  boys,  we're  going  to 
the  fight, 

Shouting  the  hattle-cry  ot   Freedom, 
And   we  bear  the  glorious  stars  for  the   Union  and 
the  riglit. 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  ot  Freedom. 

Cho. — The  Union    forever,   hurrah!   hoys,   hurrah! 

Down  with  the  traitor,  up  with  the  star, 
For  we're  marching  to  the  field,  boys,  going  to 

the  fight. 
Shouting  the    battle-cry  of  Freedom! 

3,  We  will  meet  the   rebel   host,  boys,  with  fearless 
heart  and  true, 

Shouting  Uio  lia.Ule-er\"  of  Freedom, 
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And  we'll  show  what  Uncle  Sam  has  for  Inyal  men 
to  do, 

Shouting  the  battle-crj'  of  Freedom, 

3.  If  we  fall  amid  the  fray,  boys,  we'll  face  them  to  the 

last, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom, 
And  our  comrades  brave  shall   hear  us,  as  they  g<^ 
rusliing  past, 

Sliouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 

4.  Yes,   for  Liberty  and   Union  we're  springing  to  tlie 

fight, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 
And  the  vict'ry  shall  be  ours,  for  we're  rising  la  ooi 
might, 
-Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 


Kingdom  Coming. 


Henrv  c.  Work. 
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1.  Say,  dar-  keys    hab    you  seen     de    mas  -  sa,  Wid    de  rauff-stash     on      his 

2.  He  six     foot     one   way,  two    foot    tud-der,  An'   he  weigh  tree    hun-dred 

3.  De  dar-  keys    feel      so  lone-some    lib  -  in'      In    de     log  •  house   on      de 

4.  De  o   -  ber  -  seer    he  make  us    trou-  ble,    An'  he  dribe   us    round    a 
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face, 
pound, 
lawn, 
spell  ; 
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Go 
His 
Dey 
We 


long  de  road    some    time     dis     morn-in',  Like  he  gwine     to  leab  de 

coat  so  big,      he    couid'nt  pay  de  tail-or,    An'  it  won  t    go       haf  way 

move  dar  tings      tc        mas  -  sa's      par  •  lor    For  to  keep      it  while  he's 

lock  him  up     in  de     smokehouse    eel  -  lar,  Wid  de  key  trown      in  de 
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Entered  iccording  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXII,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  OflSce  of  the  Librarian  of  Congress,  at 

Washington,  D.  C. 
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KINGDOM    COMING. 


place?                 He  seen  a  smoke,  way  up        de     rib  -  ber,  Whar  de  Link  -  um     gum  •  boats 

round.                 He  drill  so    much   dey  call      himCip-'an,     An'   he      get       so       dref  -  ful 

gone.  Dar's  wine  an'     ci    ■    der  in         de     kit-cljen,  An'   de  dar  -  keys   dey'll     hah 

well.                    De  whip  is    lost,       de  han' -  cuff  bro-ken.    Bit   de  mas-  sa '11    hab       his 
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lay ;  He    took    his     hat,     an'      lef     ber  -  ry    sud-den,    An'     I      spec  he's  run  a  -  way  I 

tann'd,  I      spec     he      try      an'     fool     dem          Yan-kees  For    to      tink   he's  con  -  tra-  band, 

some;  I      spose  dey'll  all      be      com  -  fis       -       ca  -  ted, When  de    Lin- kum      so  -  jers  come, 

pay;  He's  ole  enough,  big  enough,  ought  to  known  bet- ter  Den    to    went  an'  run  a-  way. 
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De      mas  -  sa      run,       ha,       ha!  Da 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS.  ha,     ha  ! 
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Babylon  Is  Fallen! 


SEQUEL  TO  "KINGDOM  COMING." 

Words  and  Music  bv  HEXR\   C.  WORK. 
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1.  Don't  you  see      de     black   clouds      Ris  -    in'    o  -    ber      j'on  -  der, 

2.  Don't,  you  see      de       light  -   nin'     Flash  -  in'  in       de     cane  -  brake, 

3.  ^Vay     up    in       de       corn  -  field,    AVhar    you  liear    de      tun    -   der, 
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■\Vhar   de   ^las-sa's  ole  plan  -  ta-tion    am? 
\.ike     as     if  we're  gwine  to  iialia  storm? 
Dat       is   our     ole  for  -  ty-pounder   gun; 
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Neb  -  ber  you   be  fright-ened, 

No  I     .vou     is   mis-tak  -en, 

Wlicn    de  shells  are  miss  -  in', 
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BABYLON  IS  FALLEN. 
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Dem     is     on    -  ly      dar  -  keys,    Come     to  jine     and  fight    for       Un  -  cle     Sam. 
'Tis      de    dar  -  key's  bay-'nets,       An'       de   but -tons      on     dar        u    -    ni  -  form 
Dei:     we  load  \\\\\     pun  -  kins,       All      de  same     to     make     de     cow  -  ards   run. 
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1st  &  2nd  Texor. 


I>ook         out 
1st  &  2nd  Bass. 
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d'on't     you         know 
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TRAMP'  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


THE  PRISONER'S   HOPE. 

Words  nncl  Music  by  GEO-  F.  ROOT. 


-• ^-•- 


t  — 


z±i^t-.:^3~Jizzs\:::r:^r^A±»za:ri: 


1  In    the     prifor  eel.-     1  sit.  Thinking  mother.dear, of  you.And  our  bright  and  happy  lionieso  far    a- 

2  Id   the       battle  tront  we  stood, When  their  ficrcestcharge  they  made,And  they  swept  iisoff  a  hundred  men   oi 

3  Sc    with    in  the    pris-on-celf  We  are  wailing     for  tlie  day,  That  sliall  come  to  •- pen  wide  lite  i-ron 


wav  And     the   tears   tliey    fill     my   eves.    Spite       of     all      that    I         can   do.       Tho'      T 

more        But        be  -  tore     we  reacli'd  their  lines,  Tney  were  beat  -  en  back     dismay'd       And     we 

dcoi-  And     the     hoi  -  low   eye  grows  l>riglu,  And  '  the    pour  lieart   al  -  most  gay,       As     we 


Wutn  (Jie  Chorus  is  sung,  this  may  he  omitted  after  the  first  vene. 


-5    \    ^ 


trv  TO  cheer  niy  com  •  rades  and  be  gay. 
heard  the  cry  of  vict  -  'ry  o'er  and  o'er, 
tliink     o(    see-    ing  home  and  friends  once  nioie. 


Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are  marching. 


( 


r.uterea  aiconliii«  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  MDCCCLXXXt  by  Root  a  Cady,  in  the  Clerk's  office  of  the 
District  Court  for  the  Nortliern  Distri.:.;,)!  Illinois. 

Copvri^lir,  MDCCCi-XXXVI,  by  S.   i;,  u.vinauo's  Sons. 


TRAMIM  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


-#-i- 


Cheer       up       comrades  they  will  come, 


^-: 


:^ 


13 


And  be-neath    the  star  -  ry    Ha^     We  wlU 


( 


^ 


9 


*      ^t 


:-l .— : 


-i 


1-, 


:s: 


:i- 


^==^-=; 


jE^t^E'rE? 


li: 


i 


breathe  the  air      a  -  gain,      Of     the  free  -  land  in     our  own     be-  lov-ed      home. 


:6z:;b 


.-i^ 


:1^i 


IT 


-i&- 


zi: 


t 


:s 


3- 


-^- 


-^-- 


=15= 


^1 


*  *  t 


;y 


1st.  &  2n(l.  Tenor, 

.J_ |____,N ^__|v 


"2? 


Trainp,  traini),  tramp,  tiie  boys  are     marcli 
1st  ct  2iid   r.Ass. 


^P—#— —-#——-»-,  -•  —  •—'-»  -   J-# #— »— #— ^-P 


cheer      up,      com-rades  they  will 


*:b. 


niarcliino;  on,    O, 


:-i2=:d- 


And  be  -  neath      the      tlag,      we'll        breath     the 


air, 


,2?' 


— I- 


"'-^ 


come, 


And  be-neath  the  star-rv  flag-      we  shall  breathe  tlie  air  again,      Of   ihe 

pi i ^— -  i-! — a — «-# » 


L 1 — ^ .*^U-5^_V  .±_j ^ ^ p 


i4-=t 


:-^-i 


then  we'll  come.Ancl  be  •  neath      the      flag,      we'll        breath      the        air, 

._u ^ ^ — ^ ^ — i^ — »^ — ^^• 


9isfe 


fiee 
N_ 


land 


m 


our 

\ 
— N- 


own 


be 


lov    •   ea 


home. 


-A- 


11 
11 


M 


On,  On,  On.  the  Boys  Came  Marching. 


Or  THE  PRISONER  FREE. 

(Semuel  to  tramp,  tramp.  TRAMP.) 

Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


Tcvipo  di  I^Iarca. 


1.  Ol   the    day      it    came     at    last,      When    the     glo-rious  tramp  was  heard,    And     the 

2.  O!   the    fee  •  blest  heart  grew  strong,  And    the    most  de.'^-pond-ent,  sure.      When   we 
•^               3.     O!   the   war       is       o  -  ver    now,       Ar.d  we're  safe      at  home    a  -  gain.       And     the 


boys  came  marching,    fif  -  ty   thousand  stronq;, 
heard    the    thriil-ing  sounds  we  loved  >o    well, 
cause    we  starv'd  and   suf-fer'd  for      is     won. 


And  wegra^p'd  each  oth-ers  hands,  Tho'  we 
For  we  knew  that  want  and  woe,  Wc  no 
But  we     nev  -  er     can       for- get,         'M;d  our 


ut  -  ter'd  not  a  word.  As  the  boom  -  ing  of  our  can  -  non  roU'd  a  -  long  ! 
long  -  er  should  en  -  dure.  When  the  ho-ts  nf  free  -  dorj  reach'd  our  pns-  on  cell! 
woe    and 'mid     our  pain,       How     the     g'o  -  lious    Un  -ion   boys   came  tramring     on! 


-± 


:J: 


-<^ 


3a 


-c^- 


-&- 


Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXV,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States   or  t!" 

NoriherD  District  of  IHinois. 
Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S    Hrainakd's  Sons. 


ON,  ON,  ON,  THE  BOYS  CAME  MARCHING. 

when  the  Chorus  is  sung  this  may  be  ot nit  ted  after  the  first  verse. 
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-&- 


:E 


-^-5=1^^ 


-^- 


On,    on,    on     the  boys  came  march   -  ing,  Like    a  grand  ma  -  jes  •  tic     sea.  And  they 

After  last  verse  say  "Yes,  yes,  yes,  the  boys  came  marching"  instead  of  "On.  on,"  &c. 


'-i: 


t-l 


m. 


is: 


-^- 


=1= 


-t^- 


-^^ 


±zz 


—-^ 


-1.-S 


-^^ 


-&,' 


'^ — 


^ 


When  the  Chorus  is  not  sung  end  here. 


dash'd  away    the  guard  from  the  heavy   i-rondoor,  And  we  stood  beneath    the     stairy  banner,  free! 


5=3 


9i' 


i: 


^=1^1 


.|: 


:1=q: 


•zdzid: 


2^ 


:s: 


T^- 


<5L 


Z^ 


-Sh 


7?" 


Chords. 

\'A  and  2d  Tenor. 


^r- 


z:?jr.fz:^i 


On,    on,    on  the  boys  came  march  -  ing,  L'ke  a  grand  ma- jes  -  tic    sea,  And  they 

On,    on,    on  the  boys  came  marching,  Like  a  grand  ma- jes  -  tic     sea,     like  a  sea,     And  they 

1st  and  2d  Bass.  |  i         i  ^      1^ 


— r-[— r 


-a^ 


^_^ — L^ — 0. 


-m—'0—-\—A- 


f^w — \- 


0—0—0—0- 


-/-V- 


-^ii^- 


l^i 


— »- 


:p: 


-t^— ^- 


P^i=:g=- 


-^-^- 


ji 


dash'd     the     guard  from  the      i    •   ron      door,  And  we  stood      'neaththeban  -    ner  free, 

dash'd  away  the  guard  from  the  heavy  irondoor.  And  we  stood   beneath  the  starry  banner     free. 


J— ^ 


0-^'S 


0 0 0—0 

I         I         !       1 

dash'd    the    guard  from  the 


11 


i   -   ron      door,And  we  stood      'neaththeban  -ner         free,  the  banner ''ree. 
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JUST  Before  the  Battle,  Mother. 

Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Rooi 


Tenderly. 


A-A- 


-* i h--4' y — b 


1.  Tu5t      be- fore   the    bat  -  tie,     mother, 

2.  Oh,        I    long    to    see  you,    mother, 

3.  Mark  !   I    hear  the    bu  -  gles  sounding, 


I        am  thinking  most   of     you, 
And      the   lov  -  ing  ones    at    home, 
'Tis      the  sig  -  nal   lor    the  fight, 


::2zir: 


-i^q 


-""- #  —  •—#- 

•V    -9-    -9- 


-izin 


*#=*#- 


-0- 


m.p. 


-^±^~ 


ISl- 


-1^^ 


-i5^ 


"S?" 


'7Zf 


"^ 


A         '                                                     >        *k          V 

'/_■!/                            #           V 

^    1           M 

1                    -^      1 

y  p    ^^_^             ^    ^  ^    A. 

"•~ 

m    m  km     f.     ^ 

fT! 

r 

^       w 

-i     ! 

\y\y      \   -—^-j    '^  --g                      m 

;-.                                      ^               \J 

I 

Whi'e      up  -  on     the  tiald  we're  watching, 
B'.'t       I'll  nev  -  er  leave  our     ban-  ner. 
Now,    may  God  pro-  tect    us,      mother. 

Wi'h 
Till 
As 

the    en  -  3  -  my     m 
in    hon  -  or      I      can 
he     ev  -  er    does    the 

view  — 

come, 

right. 

'''ntered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  yeir  MDCCCLXIIt,  bv  Root  h  Cady.  in  the  Clerk's  office  of  the  District  Cnwrt 

io.-  ttic  Northern  District  of  Uhnois. 

Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Braina^j's  Sons. 


JUST  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE,  MOTHER. 


^7 


•-*— r— ^ 


V 


E^EfEEt 


Com-rades  brave  are  round  me  ly  -  ing, 
Tell  the  trait-ors,  all  a-  round  you, 
Hear     the  "Bat-tle    Cry     of    Freedom,' 


-^--X- 


It: 


f±Z^ 


Fill'd     with  thot's  of  home  and   God  ;  For 

That     their  cru  -  el   words  we  know,  In 

How       it  swells  up  -  on    the      air,  Oh, 


S>- 


-^Sr 


-iS^ 


well  they  know  that  on  the  mor-row, 
ev  -  'ry  bat  -  tie  kill  our  sol-diers, 
yes,     we'll  ral  -  ly  round  the    standard, 


Some  will  sleep  be-neath  the  sod. 
By  the  help  they  give  the  foe. 
Or      we'll  per-  ish    no  -  bly    there. 


Ty- 


Chorus, 

1st  and  2d  Tenor, 


W-w — * — tfl \-9 


"^--aP- 


ppag^pf 


Fare  -  well,mother,you  may  never, you  may  never,moiher, press  me  to  your  heart  a 

1st  and  2d  Bass.  ^     ^^^^^^,^^^^.^^^ 

— I— 


^_l^_|^_l^_/_^-V-i;^-J 


t^^S 


/   ^  y 


I 


tziir^iZBri^ 


— V-KP-^ 


oh, 


-K-^--N 


Rfpeat  pp 


V    ^    '•    '^    '•   '^ 

you'll  not  forget    me   mother,  you  will  not  for-get  me,     If 


1 — I ^— t^-  -N--; 1 — I — ^ — 1 


I'm  oumber'd  with  the  slain. 


\^t^liiEi^^s=s=s 


-fV, — ^— IN — N— ^— A— N— A-Ai — I 1\— N~\-j — ^| — I ^ 11 

y-*-/— »^^  I     I     I — \ — I — l-'-yT    d    S    4    S    ^ 


la  some  of  the  divisions  of  -^ur  army  the  "Battle  Cry"  was  suog,  when  going  into  action,  by  ord«r  o4  eiKn.-^odiii^  officerr 


zS 


Just  After  the  Battle. 


With  expression 


■It: 


i--^—N 


e£ 


1^ 


:p: 


i^- 


;'E?E£ 


_^,JL_ 


1.  Still     up  -  on    the  field    of     bat 

2.  Oh      the   first  great  charge  was  fear 

3.  Oh      the    glorious  cheer  of      tri     • 


tie,        ^       I        am      ly-ing,    moth-er    dear, 

ful,  And       a    thousand  brave  men   fell, 

umph,         "When   the    foe-man  turn'd  and  fled, 


^, 


^ 


'2?" 


iz:q=q=^z:i-q=q 


i-t-t 


■w   -^  -w 


-^- 


'7zr 


-€^ 


"f?' 


>- 


'^ 


-sr   -W   -w 


-Tzr 


-^ 


With  my  wounded  comrades  wait  •  ing, 
Still  a  -  mid  the  dreadful  car  -  nage, 
Leav  -  ing     us      the   field  of      bat     -      tie, 


For       the   morning     to      ap  -  pear. 

I        was  safe  from  shot  ar.d  shell. 

Strewn  with  dy  •  ing  and   with  dead. 


la: 


i=i=l 


*•■>■#• 


-/^- 


:i-q: 
zzzi*: 


i; 


3d: 


-^-j- 


E^^: 


-o- 


"Z^" 


-TZr 


^> 


-<5? 


Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  MDCCCLXIII,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  Clerk's  office  of  the  District  Coor* 

for  the  Northern  District  of  Illinois. 

Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Br.\inard's  Sons. 


<f> 


jaST  AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 


«9 


W- 


J — I 1  ^^ 


:^ 


Nt-^- 


^^^^ 


-\^^^' 


:U=^^=i^i:t 


Ma  -  ny  sleep  to  wa  •  ken  nev  -  er, 
So  a  -  mid  the  fa  -  tal  show  -  er, 
Oh       the    tor-  ture  and   the      an     •     guish, 


In       this  world  of  strife  and  death, 
I         had  near-  ly  pass'd  the    day, 
That       I    could  not    fol  •  low    on, 


And 

When 

But 


is: 


hhhf 


-^- 


l^=3^i 


fl» 


?=5^ 


:s: 


-#•  ~  -^  -+ 


is: 


■^- 


-^- 


-i&- 


-^ 


E^II?ZSE£ir=E^te 


ma  •  ny  more  are  faint  -  ly  call  -  ing, 
here  the  dread-ed  min-  nie  struck  me, 
here       a  •  mid   my    fall  -  en    com    -     rades, 


^— # 


■^ — 1/ — \^ — #- 


t^-j 


With    their  fee  •  ble    dy  •  ing  breati\ 
And        I  sunk    a  -  mid   the    fray. 
I       must  wait  till  morning's  dawn 


m^=l 


m 


-&- 


'Tzr 


ii=q=:qz::t::|i|=ziipz^: 
Tji: — % — _ 


-f— |r 


3 


-i^- — 


ISr 


-^h 


■^- 


11 


fe@=3= 


-^^v—  ■ 


iJ 


H 


Chorus. 

I5t  and  2d  Tenor. 

-9 


A~N- 


Bi 


3P 


I^I 


Moth  -  er  dear  your  boy     is    wound  •   ed, 
1st  and  2d  Bass, 


\— ^— N- 


.^=^^ 


2^ 


tr=-f=t 


-^riEi 


L>     \j     \j     \j     a      '  ^     57     •^ 


•     •     •     •     • 


^P 


And      the     night   is  drear  with      pain, BuV 

^         ^  N    .^_   l_J 


■^-^^ 


J— H— -A— ^-- 


i^ 


-<5^- 


I      feel  that    I    shall 

N   ^   ^  ^__N. 


—\—. R F\-r \ 


't>    ^.  S— >t-x 


* 


£; 


£ 


?E^E?: 


-I^-A- 


you,         And       the  dear    old   home    a   -    gain. 

—J  — r-4 — ^ ^ ^ ^T — ■--■ 


^ES±E-- 


i: 


->5i- 


20 


O,  VV^RAP  THE  Flag  Around  Me,  Boys. 


Aloderato. 


R.  Stewart  Taylor. 


^^"zw— — 2 — i 

if!zfczcz:fzz 


V-^ 


g^lki: 


--J- 


•^•* 


->:-i- 


•"~V 


iczzzizzi: 


q^ 


iS^ 


V^ 


^^^^ 


:p: 


ii 


:S.?: 


^--^ 


^* 


1.  O,       wrap     the         flag      a  -   round    me,     boys,        To     die     were      far      more 

2.  O,  I       had     thought  to       greet    you,    boys,         On     ma  -  ny  a    well      won 

3.  Eut    though  my         bo   •  dy     mould  -  er,      boys,        My    spir   -  it        will       be 


-zst 


T^° 


^ 


-.>-> 


->- 


i: 


zs?: 


iz=-=zzt=zzHzi 


_B ^ ^_ 

-m — -m9 — •- 


^5=^ 


-t$^ 


>  > 


sweet,  With  Free-dom's       star  -  ry        em  -  biem,  boys,         To      be       my     wind    •    ing 

field,  When    to       our         star  -  ry       ban    •  ner,  boys.        The    trait-'rous      foe       should 

free.  And      ev    -    'ry        com-rade's    hen  -    or,    boys,       Will    still      be       dear         to 


.-\- 


^^ — ii_ 


=-ziz=z: 


izizzzz=:i=zz: 

-, ?L ^_ 

• ^ 


(^   •- 


IS 


^ 


is: 


i& 


-iS^ 


-iS' 


-&-' 


Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXII,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  th-: 

Northern  District  of  Illinois. 

Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 


0,  WRAP  THE  FLAG  AROUND  ME,  BOYS. 


2Z 


i^S. 


i^i 


sheet.  In        life  I     lov'd      to       see  it  wave,      And        fol    ■   low  where     it 

yield  ;  But      now,  a  -  las  !       I        am  de  -  nied        My         dear  -  est    earth  •  ly 

me.  There,     in  the  thick     and    blood    -    y     fight        Ne'er       let      your     ar    -    dor 


i^i: 


# « • 


pi^E 


ir=i 


i=t=t 


zi. 


4 


^^-' 


zt-: 


--^EEi^ 


# 


S^ 


^: 


-r>- 


-^T 


f~-f-9r^ 


^^± 


iiitzrq: 


^=^^ 


ZI^l 


U 


led,  And       now     my      eyes  grow   dim,    my  hands  Would  clasp  its      last  bright  shred, 

pray'r —  You'll       <ol  -  low      and  you'll  meet    the     foe,      But      I      shall    not      be     there, 

lag,  For        I'll      be      there  still     hov-'ring    near,      A  -  bove   the     dear    old      flag. 


'-i= 


zi 


■9-    -ar 


9i|^^*^^g 


^ — ^ 


I.— 1.^1: 


i 


-&- 


-G^ 


-S^ 


i. — ^ 


1^ 


4 


a~ 


'^- 


J: 


-^— 


r 


Chorus. 

Melody  in  2d  Tenor. 


S^E-^ 


1.  Then    wrap  \ 

2.  Yes,      wrap  >     the 

3.  So       wrap  ) 

1st  and  2d  Bass 


a; 


r=M 


flag 


round       me,        boys,  To       die      were     far      more 


1st  and  2d  UASS.  1  ^^  1  1 

?^j^-ti — I'^TJ — d — I    I    I   r~#      m — *~^ — ti"^ — ^ — -j — j — ; 


iij" 


4^.^ i,_ 


(giie==gg=fE^3^ 


ki3=lid 


£ 


sweet.        With   Freedom's       star-  ry       em-blem,    boys,       To       be      my   wind  •  ing  sheet. 


(^^^{^^il^^-f^^iiil) 


•#■•    ■•■ 


22 


We'll  Fight  it  out  Here  on  the  Old 

Union   Line. 


Words  by  Chaplain  Lozier. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


bat  -   tie      fulJs   crim  -  son       and       go    •     ry, 
breast  -  ed        the       con  ■  fllcts    fierce     rat    -    tie, 


Shouting  "Hail     to     the     Chief"   who    in 
And  they'll  find     us    still     true,      who  were 


fi*^t#^ 


m: 


S^: 


! m m •_ 

■IS-  -r  :        /  i^  ■  '/  ^ 

Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXVIII,  by  Root  &  Cadv,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  Unlteu  estates!' 

the  NorlhcrD  Dibtrict  of  Illinois. 

Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  .Sous. 


WE'LL  FIGHT  IT  OUT  HERE  ON  THE  OLD  UNION  LINE. 


«3 


Free-  dom's  fierce    war,         Hath 
true       to      them    then,        And 


cov  -  er'd      that      ban  -  ner      with 
bade   them  "God   speed"   in        the 


glo     -     ry. 
bat    -     tie. 


Chorus, 

1st  and  2d  Tenor, 


ii 


m 


— -"^- 


ly  a 


Then        ral 
1st  and  2d  Bass. 

■>—>-, N N N 


gain, 


y-v — \^- — ^ — h- 


then 


ral 


r- 


:z^ 


ly 


gam, 


With    the 
S 


'^^E^^^ 


y. 


— L — u — L — L — r 1 — 1_>_|_^ 1-^ 1 


Eol  -  dier    and      sai   -   lor      and      Dum  -  mer, 


?=vTiii~'f — ^ N ' ' ' — ^ 


And  we'll  fight      it      out      here        on    the 


N     N     N 
^ — Nr- 


-L_y 


'& 


h 


-^=^^^ 


t;-»- 


.'-'-/- 


old       Un  -  ion     Line,  No      odds  if  it      takes      us  all      sum    -     mer. 


I=P= 


ill 


We'll  rally  again,  and  that  "Flag  of  the  Free," 
Shall  stay  where  our  heroes  have  placed  it, 

i_ad  ne'er  shad  thej^  govern,  on  land  or  on  sea, 
Whose  treason  hath  spurned  and  disgrac'd  it. 


AVe'll  rally  again,  and  our  motto  shall  be, 
What  ever  the  nation  that  bore  us. 

God  bless  that  old  banner,  "The  Flag  of  the  Pree^" 
And  all  who  would  die  with  it  o'er  us 


«4 


"Lay  Me  Down  and  Save  the  Flag/ 


Geo.  F    Root. 


With  expression 


jH 

■ 

.  ^  ^      .  .. .     . 

.  .  ._.  ^ 

w 

,-^\ i 

-       f 

«     .            ***^ 

■#■•     ■#- 

1.  They     a  • 

2.  To      the 

^g^.„?^ 

. .— ^' 

^    ?    -^ 

^^       '    •    ^ 

~n 

V^  s 

-^ — 

1 

\  >^  b— «  •  •       » 

9    #           • 
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ro?e,       whose  name  was    Le   -    gion,         As       an      o      •       ver-whe'ming  wave, 
Si      -      roc       of      Se  -  ces   -  sion,        They    had  bared         the     fear-  less  brow — 
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bat      -      tie  surged  its      bil    -   lows      Round    a      cho      •      sen   few  and  brave ; 
heard        that  voice  and   heed   •    ed —    Cculd  thry  hear  and  heed    it    now  ? 
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"LAY  ME  DOWN  AND  SAVE  THE  FLAG. 
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near'd 
heart 


tht     sa  -  cred   ban 
is      in    the    bat 


ner,      With   their  foul 
tie—    Shall     the    hal 


ind  flaunting    rag, 
vjw'd  en-sign    drag, 


When  the 
While  ? 


dy 
hand 


ing 
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he 
left 


ro    shout 
.0        res 


ed,      "Lay      me      down 
cue?     "Lay      me      down 


and     save      the 
and    save      the 


Flag." 
Flag." 
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Chorus. 

1st  and  2d  Tenor 


Then  they  looked  at  one  another 

In  the  speechlessness  of  woe, 
A.S  each  eye  would  ask  a  brother, 

81iall  wo  stay,  or  shall  we  go  ! 
^  nd  agiiin  the  sight  was  Masted 

£,y  the  traitor's  horistl'iil  nig. 
And  again  the  word  fell  ^^teriily, 

"Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag," 


4  Oil,  beloved,  ye  who  murmur 

For  the  dear  ones  gone  before, 
For  the  manly  son  and  brother, 

That  may  greet  you  never  more 
For  the  loving  arm  that  shielded. 

For  the  hope  whose  pinions  lag. 
Let  the  lips  tiiat  quiver,  falter. 

"Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag," 
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IVihk  deep  feeling 


Starved  Tn  Prison. 

Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Had     they      fal     -     len 

2.  Had     they    died         in 

3.  Oh  1     the  thought      so 


in  the  bat 
ward  or  sick 
sad    comes    o'er 


tie,        With     the       old 
room,    Nurs'd  with      but 
us,  In      this      hour 


flag  wav  -  ing 
a  soi  •  dier 
of       joy      and 
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high,  We  should  mouirn,  but       not       in       an  -  guish.      For      the     sol    -   dier      thus  would 

care,  We  should  grieve,    but       still       be    thank  -  ful        That       a       hu    •    man     heart    was 

pride,  That      the  hearts     we        lov'd      so    fond  -    ly       Might     be     beat    -    ing       Ly       our 
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STARVED   IN    PRISON. 
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die ;  But       the    dear      boys   starv'd    in      pris   -   on,       Help-less,  friend  -   less      and        a  • 

there —  But       the    dear      boys  starv'd   in      pris   ■   on,       Help-Iess,  friend  -   less      and        a  - 

side ;  but      the    dear      boys  starv'd   in      pris   -   on,       Help-less,  friend  -   less      and        a  - 
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•  lone,  While     the  haugh  -  ty       reb  -  el    lead  -  ers     Heard    un-mov'd     each   dy  -  ing  groan. 

•  lone,  While     the  heart  -  less      reb  -  el    lead  -  ers     Heard    un-mov'd     each   dy  -  ing  groan. 

•  lone,  While     the   cru    •   el        reb  -  el    lead  ■  ers     Heard    un-mov'd     each   dy  -  ing  groan. 


Chorus. 

Melody  in  2d  Tenor, 
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Yes,     they  starv'd      in   pens,  and  pris  -  on?, 
1st  and  2d  Bass.  i         ^ 
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Help  -less,  friend  -  less    and      a  •  Jone!    And  their 
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Nor  their      a 


o  -    ny       be  known. 


can       ne'er      be    spok   •  en,  Nor  their,    nor  their  ag  •  c 
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Uncle  Joe^s  "Hail  Columbia! 


Moderato. 
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Woids  and  Music  by  Henrv  C.  Work. 
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1.  Un  ■   cle      Joe    comes    home      a       sing  -  ing, 

2.  Bless  -ed      days,       I  lib        to        see    dem, 

3.  Dis       is       what       de  war      was  brought  for, 


Hail, Co    -    lum   -  by  I 

Hail, Co    -    lum   -by! 

Hail, Co    •    lum   -  by! 
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Glo  -  rious  times      de        Lord       is      bring  -  in',  Now  let  me      die. 

I        hab  drawn      a  breff      of      free  -  dom,  Now  let  me      die. 

Dis        is       what    our  fad  -   ers     fought   for.  Now  let  me      die. 
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de  chains  in 
ty  years  I 
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to 
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de     rib  -  ber — 
de    bur-  den, 
dis    sor  -  row, 
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Dar        is        one      who         will      de   •    lib  -    ber —         Now  let 

Stand  -  in'        on        de        banks    ob       Jur  -  dan —        Now  let 

Pray   -  in'        for       dat  bres  -  sed      mor  -  row —       Now  let 


die. 
die. 
die. 


Chorus, 


Rirg        de     Bells 

I  AND  II  BASS. 
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ry       stee  -   pie !      Raise        de        Flag      on       high  I        De 


\  I  hab  seen  de  rebels  beaten, 

Hail  coluniby ! 
X  hab  Been  dar  hosts  retreatin' — 

Now  lot  iiie  die. 
O  \  dis  Union  can't  be  broken, 

])Lir's  no  use  to  try  ; 
Ifo  sech  ting  de  Lord  has  spoken — 

Now  let  me  die. 


I'll  so  home  a  singin'  "Glory  !"- 

j'lailColumby! 
Since  I  heard  dis  bressed  story- 

Now  let  me  die. 
'Tis  (!e  ransom  ob  de  nation, 

Drawiii'  now  so  nigh  ; 
'Tis  de  d:iy  of  lull  salbation — 

Now  let  nie  die. 
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Corporal  Schnapps. 


Not  too  fatt. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  Mine   heart    ish     pro  -  ken        in  -  to      lit-  tie    pits,      I         tells    you,  friend,  what     for;         Mine 

2.  I      march    all     tay.     no       mat  -  ler      if      der  schtorm  Pe    worse   ash    Mo-  ses'      flood ;  I 

3.  They  kives    me    hart-pread,  tough-er      as       a      rock —  It        al    -  most  pieaks  mine  zhaw  ;         I 
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srhweetheart,  von     coot        pa  -  tri  -  ot  -  ic    kirl.     She     trives      me       off       mil  <ler    war.  T 

lays      all      night,  mine    head  up  •  on      a  Schtump.And  "tsinks  to    schleep"  in    der    mud.         Der 
schplits  him     some-times      mit    an       i  -  ron  wedge,  And   cuts      him      up       mit     a      saw.         They 


*  "S:h"  throughout  this  song  has  the  sofi  G  rrr.aii  to\.nd  of  i/;,  as  for  instance,  ^f/i«a//s        t  In  this  line  7vAr>-rf  the  movemem 
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fights    for       her        her   pat-  ties     of     te     flag —     I    schtrikes  so 
night-mare   comes —   I     catch  him  fer  -  ry    pad —    I      treams     I 
kives    me      peef,        so    fer  -  ry,    fer  -  ry    salt,     Like    Sod  •  om's 


prave      as     I      can  ;  Put 

schleeps  mit  der  *Ghost  ;  I 

wife,       you       know  ;  I 


how  long  time  she  nix  re-mem-pers  me,  And  coes  mit  an  •  oth  -  er  man. 
wakes  next  morn  -  ing  fro  -  zen  in  der  cround.  So  schtifif  as  von  schtone  post, 
sure  •   ly      dinks  they      put  him    in    der  piine     Von      bun    •    tred       years      a    -   co. 
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C horns, 

I  AND  2  TENOR. 

. ^. 


tl  AND  2  TEN 


SOLO  1ST  TENOR. 


mine     frau-lein ! 


I  AND  2  KASS 
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4  Py'n  py  we  takes  von  city  in  der  South- 

We  schf  lys  there  von  whole  year ; 
I  kits  me  jourcrout  much  as  I  can  eat, 

Und  blenty  loccar  pier. 
J  meets  von  laty  repel  in  der  schtreet, 

So  handsome  efTer  I  see  ; 
I  mai<es  to  her  von  ferry  callant  pow — 

Pu   ah  !  she  schoits  on  me. 


5  "Hart  times!"  you  say,  "what  for  you  volunteer?" 

I  tolt  you,  friend,  what  for  : 
Mine  schweet-heart,  von  coot  patriotic  kirl. 

She  trove  rr.e  off  mit  der  war. 
Alas  1  alas  !  mine  hretty  little  vou 

Vill  fchmile  no  more  on  me  ; 
Put  schtill  I  fights  de  patties  of  te  fls^ 

To  set  mine  countries  free. 
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Who  Shall  Rule  This  American  Nation? 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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*^  loft   •   i    -   est       sta  -  tion?      Say, 

hon  -  est    and      ley    •    al  ?      Say, 
won  •  der  -  ful      s'o   •    ry  ?      Say, 


hoys, 
br-ys, 
boys. 


say! 
say! 
say! 


who 


Shall        the      men 
Then      shall     one  e 

Did  we      vain    -    ly 
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tram  -  pled      on       the       ban    •    ner?       They      who     now        their    coun- try  would  be- tray  ? 
lect   •    ed        as       our       ser    •    vanl,         In  his   pride,         as   -    sume    a      re-  gal  sway? 

shed     our    blood     in        bat    -     tie  ?        Did        our  troops        ^ ;    •    suit-less    win   the    day  ? 
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They  who  mur  •  der  the  in  •  no  -  cent  free  •  men?  Say, 
Must  we  bend  to  a  hu  -  man  Die  -  ta  -  tor  ?  Say, 
Was      our        time      and     our     treas-  ure      all      sjuan  -  der'd  ?  Say, 


boys,  say! 
boys,  say  I 
boys,        say ! 


Chorus. 

I  AND  II  TENOR. 
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"No,       nev  •  er  t 

I  AND  II  BASS. 
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Our  Last  Grand  Camping  Ground. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  On       a   peb-  bly  shore,  where  for  -  ev  -  er-  more  Gent  -  ly  creeps  a      mu  -  sic      la  -  den 

2,  While  thro'  love-ly  dells,  grand-  er   mu  -  sic  swells —        Rich  -  er  chords  from  rar  -  er   harps  of 
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wave — 
gold— 
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In      the    meadows  green,  which    be  -  yond      are      seen, 

List     that  soft     re  -  frair,  that   sweet    vo   -   cal      strain. 
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Camps    a     conqu'ring     ar  -  my,    true    and  brave. 
Where  -  in    now     the      vie  •  tors'  deeds    are   told  : 
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Shin  -  ing    are    the   wea-pons 
How    they  toil'd  in   dark-ness, 
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of      this  mar-tial  throng — 
bat  "t  ling  with  the  wrong — 


Crimson-dyed  their  banners,  bat 

How,  in  hours  of   weakness,  Je 
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tie-worn  so    long;        But 
sus made  them  strong,  Ac- 
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now  they  cast  them  down,  and  each  receives  a  crown,  While  they  chant  their  never  ending     song: 
knowledg'das  his    own      he  seats  them  on  his  throne.  While  they  join  the  nev-er    end-ing    song: 


:T"i     ^^-^ifR 


liMit 


#•  ^  ^  isi- 


¥^ 


SPS 


m 


i 


:5 


■9-  w  -r 


4 


d:: 


§lS 


5" 


-(S- 


-3^ 


■t^ 


-^^ 


-2^' 


Chorus* 

I  AND  2  TENOR. 


^  '  ^ — J — Tv ^-^^^ — ' 


"Our  Sav  -  ior  and  our  King!    His    vie  -  to-ries  shall  ring  !    His  conquests  thro'   e  -  ter  o  ni-  ty  shall 

I  AND  2  BASS. 
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^nur.d !  War  shall  be    no  more — we  have  reach'd  the  shore,  Safe-ly  reach'd  our  last  grand  camping  grcund. " 
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Washington  and  Lincoln. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 


1.  Come,  hap  -  py  peo  -  pie!   Oh  come,     let       us    tell  The     sto   -    ry      of   Washing-ton     and 

2.  Pa  -  rents    to   chi  •  dren  shall  tell      with     de-light,         The     sto    -    ry      of  Washing-ton     and 

3.  Tho'       on     the  war  -  cloud   re  -  cord   -  ed     with  steel.       The     sto   -    ry      of  Washing-ton     and 
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His    -     to  -  ry's      pa    -     ges  can    nev  -  er  ex  -  eel  The 

Free   -  born  and    freed    -  men  to  -  geth  -  er  re  -  cite  The 

Peace,      on  -    ly    Peace,      can  com-plete  •  ly  re   •  veal  The 
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sto  •  ry  of  Wash-ing  -  ton  and  Lin  •  coin, 
sto  •  ry  of  Wash-ing  -  ton  and  Lin  •  -coin, 
sto   •    ry       of    Wash-ing  -  ton     and       Lin       •       coin. 


Down      thro'   the       a     •     ges       an 
Earth's     wea  -  ry    bond  -  men     shall 
Thanks       to     the    Lord       for       the 
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them    shall  go, 
ten     with  cheer — 
we       be-  holdl 


Bear   -    ing       the    hon    •  crs       we    glad    -    ly        be  -  stow- 
Ty   -     rants    shall  trem  -  ble,     and    trai    -    tors     shall  fear- 
Thanks     for       the    un    -     sul  -  lied    flag        we        un  -  fold ! 
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Till  ev  -'ry  na  -  tion  and  Ian  •  guage  shall  know  The  sto  -  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin  •  coin. 
When,  in  its  full-  ness  of  glo  -  ry,  they  hear  The  sto  -  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin  -  coin. 
Thanks  that  to   us,     and      in    our      time,  was  told     The  sto  -  ry   of  Washington  and    Lin  -  coin. 
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COLUMBIA'S  Guardian  Angels. 


Words  and  Music  Ly  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  An       ech  -  o     floats  down  from     the  moun 

2.  The      ban  •  ner  hangs   high    in       the  heav 
3      The     stronghold     of      Ty  -  ran  •  ny    trem 


tains,  And  finds  on  the  pra  -  iries  re 
ens,  The  bea  ■  con  com  -  men  -  ces  to 
bles —     Her      min  -  ions     re  -  lire      in       dis 


# — # 
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An  ech  -  o  whose  won-der  -  ful  bur 
The  shout  of  the  freedman  gres  up 
Like  spec-ters  that  fade    in    the  dark 


den  Is  "Vic  -  to  -  ryl  Lib  -  er  -  ty! 

ward,       To    welcome  their  wai  -  ted    re  - 
ness,        Be  -  fore  the      ar  -  ri  -  val     of 


■n« 


~%-  ■•■■•■ 
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^ 


-0—0- 

-0-  ■0- 
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n  -  ous      tn 
the  lone    watch 


o,     be    -     hold 

ers    of       earth,       they  are 


they  are        com      -      ing, 
ing 


If  the  voice  does  not  reach  G  easily,  sing  the  small  notes 
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ing  e'en     now at  your     door: 

us — for-  sake us     no     more. 


Semi- Chorus. 

I  AND  a  TENOR.    Commence  very  softly. 


Are   com-ing,   are  com-ing,    are    com-ing,    are  com-ing,    are    coming,  are   coming  once    more. 


I  AND  2  BASS, 
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Co-lum-hi  -a'sGuar-di  -  an    An    -  gels      Re  -  turn    to   their  em-pire 

N    ^    ^ 


gain. 


cqsr^nt: 


II 


They  bring  us  the  place  among  nations, 

Our  ancestors  gave  us  before  ; 
The  birth-right  that  some  would  have  barter'd, 

They  now  in  its  fullness  restore. 


They  bring  us  that  bie^<sing  of  blessings, 
Which  few  were  yet  looking  to  see — 

A  firm  and  unchangeable  Union. 
In  fact,  as  in  theory,  free! 
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The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 


Words  by  William  Ross  Wallace 


Melody  by  CovERT. 
Arr.  for  Quartet  by  W.  G.  S 


2.  The   sword  was  brought,  the     sol  -  dier's  eye        Lit    with        a       sud  -  den   flame ;  And 

3.  'Twas    on      that  dread      im  -  mor  •  tal     day,        I      dar'd      the      Bri-ton's    band,  A 
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4.    "O,     keep     the  Sword!"  his       ac  -  cents  broke —  A     smile — and     he      was    dead —  But 

2D  BA3S. 
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as         he     grasp'd     the       an  -  cient    blade,       He     mur  •  mur'd  War    -    ren's    name ;  Then 

Cap  -  tain     rais'd      this     blade      on        me —       I        tore        it      from  his     hand  ;  And 
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his  wrinckld  hand       still  grasp'd  the    blade         Up  -    on      that        dy     -     ing       bed. 
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not,      my  boy,"      the      vet  -  'ran      said, 
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bow  to  Heaven's  high  will 

1 ^ — \ — N 


But 
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said,  "My  boy,  I       leave    you      gold —      But     what  is       rich   -   er       still,  I 

while    the    glo  -     rious      bat  -  tie      rag'd,  It     light  -   ened      Iree  -  dom's    will —  For, 
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son       re-mains ;      the   sword      re  -  mains —      Its       glo     -     ry      grow  -  ing      still — 
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And 
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quick  -  ly       from        yon      ant  -  lers     bring      The    Sword        of       Bun  -  ker     Hill ; 
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twen  -  ty       mil    -     lions    bless     the      sire,       And   Sword        of       Bun-  ker     Hill; 
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But 


leave     you,     mark       me,     maik     me      now —  The    Sword        of       Bun-  ker     Hill;  I 

boy,      the      God  of       free  -  dom  bless'd     The   Sword        of       Bun  -  ker     Hill ;  For, 
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quick  -  ly      from  yon       ant  -  lers    bring  The    Sword  of      Bun  -    ker      Hill. 
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leave     you,    mark  me,     mark     me     now —        The    Sword 

boy,      the      God  ot       free  -  dom  bless'd         The    Sword 


of      Bun  -    ker      Hill." 
of      BuH  -    ker      Hill.'' 
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lions    bless     the       sire.  And    Sword 
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of      Bun  -   ker      Hi!!. 
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We  \Vere  Comrades  Together  in  the 
Days  of  the  War. 


Words  by  Col.  Joe  Whitfield. 
Con  spirit c. 


Music  by  Collin  Coe. 


1.  We     were     com  -  rades  close       to-  gelh  -    er      when    the      boys      march'd  a  •  way ;  In 

2.  We     have  march'd   a   •  lone       to-  geth  •  er        in       the       sun  and     the   rain  ;  We've 

3.  To       the      dear     ones  gone      be  -  fore      us,    here's      a      health,     com  -  rades  all !  We 
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hard  times  we  were  faith- ful,  and  in  good  times  we  were  gay  ; 
fac'd  the  fight  to-  geth  -  er,  and  to  •  geth  -  er  borne  the  pain  ! 
sooQ  shall  go      to  meet  them,at  the    last  great  bu  •  gle  call ! 


And  sometimes  we  were  longing  for  the 
And  each  one  tells  his  sto-  ry  of  the 
Be-  neath  the  star    of  Lib-  er  -  ty,  the 


Copyright,  MDCCCLXXXIV,  by  S.  Brainards  Sons. 
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WE  WERE  COMRADES  TOGETHER  IN  THE  DAYS  OF  THE  WAR.    4^. 


/TN 
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dear  ones  a  -  far —  We  were  com  •  rades  to-  geth  -  er  in  the  days  of  the  war. 
w  jund  or  the  scar —  We  were  com  -  rades  to-  geth  -  er  in  the  days  of  the  war. 
bright,    shin-  ing    star —     We're      growing  old        to-  geth  -  er  since  the  days      of     the  war. 
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Choms, 

I   AND  2    lENOR. 


bu 
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call 
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rades,        to  -   day? 
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Echoing  still    in    mem'ry      of    the  days    pass'da-way! 


L^_/_^ y—^ — =— 

Ral  -  ly  round   the  campfire,       from 
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in     the     days      of      the  war. 
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AVhen  Johnny  Comes  Marching  Home. 


Words  and  music  by  Louis  Lambert. 
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Solo, 


Cho7tis, 


1.  When  John- ny  comes  march  ■    ing  home  a   -   gain, 

2.  The  old  church- bell  will  peal  with  joy, 
■;  Get  rea  -  dy  for  the  Ju  ■  bi  -  lee, 
4.  Let          love          and     friend  -    ship  on  that      day, 


m- 
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Soto. 


Cho7\ 


us. 

Solo. 

0'  0—^ 

rahl  We'll  give   him     a  heart   -   y  wel- come  then,  Hur 

rah !  To       wel     •     come  home   our  dar  -  ling  boy,  Hur 

rah !  We'll  give           the     he   •    ro  three  times  three,  Hur 

rah  1  Their  choic     -      est  treas-  ures  then     dis  -  play,  Hur 
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rah, 
rah, 
rah, 
rah, 


hur 
hur 
hur 
hur 


rah! 
rah! 
rah! 
rah! 


-a— • 


i^= 


The 
The 
The 
And 


=¥= 


-p-ii — 9 


t^ 


=1 — 


men  wil  cheer,  the      boys       will  shout,  The  la  -   dies      they  will  all       turn      out, 

vil  -    lagp       lad«  and       las    -     sies  say,  With  ro    -    ses      they  will  strew        the      way, 

lau  ■     re  wreath  is        rea     -     dy  now         To  place     up    -   on      his  loy    -     al      brow 

let  each       one  per  -  form      some  part.       To  fill     with      joy     the  war  -  rior's  heart. 
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1st  <»nd  2i  Tenor. 
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And    we'll      all  feel 

1st  and  2d  Bass. 


gay 


when  John-  ny    comes  march    -  ing 


home. 
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When  Sherman  Marched  Do"wn  to  the  Sea 


Allegretto. 
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1.  Our  camp  fires  shone  bright  on  the  moun    •    tain    That 

2.  When  cheer   up-  on    cheer   for  bold  Sher    •     man  Went 

3.  Then  for- ward  boys, for  •  ward  to      bat     -      tie,     We 
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frown'd  on    the     riv  -  er      be  -  low, 

While  we   stood    by  our  guns    in    the  morn    • 

ing, 

And 

up   from  each  val  -  ley    and  glen. 

And  the      bu  -  gles  re  •  ech  -  oed  the     mu     • 

sic, 

That 

march 'd  on  our   wea  -  ry  -  some 

way, 

And  we  s 

tc.rn'd  the  wild  hills    of   Re  -  sa 

ca, 

God 
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eag  -  er  -   ly  watch'd  for  the       foe  ; 
came  irom  the  lips      of   the      men — 
bless  those  who  fell      on  that     day! — 
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When  a  horseman  rode  out  from  the  dark  -  ness,  That 
For  we  knew  that  the  stars  on  our  ban  •  ners,  More 
Then      Ken  -  e  -  saw,  dark   in      its    glo      -      ry.Frown'd 


hung  o  -  ver  mountain  and  tree, 
bright  in  their  splen-dor  would  be 
down  on    the    flag      of   the   free, 


And  shout  -  ed,  "boys,  up  and  be  read  -  y,  For 
\nd  the  bless-ings  from  North-land  would  greet  us  When 
But  the  East    and  the  West   bore  her    stand    -     ard    When 


-\ — ^ — V 


w\ 


Sherman  will  march  to  the  sea. 
Sherman  march 'd  down  to  the  sea. 
Sherman  march'd  down  to  the       sea. 
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-1  Still  onward  wc  pressed  till  our  banners 

Swept  out  from  Atlanta's  grim  walls, 
-\n(l  the  hlood  of  the  patriot  dampened 

1  ho  soil  where  the  traitors  fiag  falls ; 
Wvxj  we  paused  not  to  weep  for  the  fallen 

"\Vho  slept  t)y  each  river  and  tree, 
y(^t  we  twined  thmi  a  wreath  of  the  laurel, 

A.!i     Sherman  march'd  down  to  the  sea. 


5  Proud,  proud  was  our  army  that  morning 

Tliat  stood  by  the  cypress  and  pine, 
Then  Sherman  said,  "Boys,  you  are  weary, 

This  day  fair  tSavannah  is  i»ine  !" 
Then  san^r  we  a  song  for  our  chieftain. 

That  echoed  o'er  river  and  se«, 
And  the  stars  on  our  banners  shone  brighter, 

When  Sherman  march'd  down  to  the  sea. 
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Tis  Finished  \  or  Sing  Hallelujah. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 


Moderato. 
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1.  'Tis      fin     •     ish'd  !      'tis     end      •      ed  !        The  dread  and  aw  -  fui    task      is       done ;  The' 

2.  Ye      joy     •     bells !      ye    peace     -    bells !      Oh    nev  -  er,   nev  -  er      mu  -  sic      rang,  So 

3.  Come  pat    •     riots  1    come  free     -      men  !  Come  join  your  ev  -  'ry  heart  and    voice  j  We've 
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wound    .     ed  and    bleed     -      ing,         'tis     ours     to   sing  the    vie    -  fry      won,  Our 

sweet     ■     ly,  so      grind     •      ly,        sirce    an  -  gels    in     the     ad    -  vent     sang,  Your 

wept        with        the     weep     •     ing —    now    let       us  with  the   blest     re   •  joice.  With 
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na     •      tion       is      ran     •     som'd —  our    en    -     e  -  mies    are       o    -    ver-thtown  And 

mes     •     sage       is     glad     ■     ness        to      myr   -   i  •  ads      of     wait   •  ing    souls,  As 


arm     •      ies        of      vie     -      tors      who   round     a  -  bout  the   white  throne  stand — 
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now,         NOW      com-  men     •      ces,  the  bright  -  est      e    •     ra        ev      -      er        known, 

on     •      ward       and  world    -   ward         the    hap  -  py,    hap  •  py      ech      -      o  rolls. 

Lin     •      coin,       the    Mar     •      tyr,         and    Lib  -   er  -   a    -    tor        of  his  land. 
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Chorus. 

I  AND  2  TENOR. 
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Then    sing  hal  •  le-lu-jah!     sing   hal  •  le-lu-jah!     Glo  -  ry     be     to    God    on       high.    For    the 

J. 
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flag,     with  the  white 
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hang-ing     in     the     a  -  zure    sky. 
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flag     with   the  white    flag     is     hang-ing     in     the      a  •  ^ute    skj?. 
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Song  of  a  Thousand  Years. 


Maestoso. 


Words  and  Music  Ly  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  Lift      up  your  eyes,  de  -  spend  -  irg       free-  men  I     Fling     to     the  winds      your    need  -less 

2.  What     if    the  clouds,      one       lit    •    tie        mo  -  ment,      Hide     the  blue    sky      where   morn     ap   • 

3.  Tell      the  great  world     these  bless  -  ed        ti   -   dings !      Yes,    and    be    sure        the     boad  •  man 
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fears !  He  who    un-furl'd       your  beauteous  ban-  ner,        Says    '<  shall  wave      a     thousand  years, 

peaxs— •     When  the  bright  sun,       that  tints  them  crimson,         Ri  •  ses    to    shine      a     thousand  years, 
hearsj  Tell  the    op-press'd        of      ev  - 'ry     na  -  tion,         Ju  -  bi  •  lee    lasts       a     thousand  years. 


Sntcrt, i occOtdifif  M/ ^M  ;d  CoagresS,  S..  D.  MDCCCLXII,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  Office  of  the  Librarian  of  Congress,  at 
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SOXG  OF  A  THOUSAND  YEARS. 
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'Tis    the  glad      day  so     long   fore 


"A    thou  •  sand  years!"  my  own  Col  •  um  •  bi  -a! 
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'Tis   the  glad  morn    whose  ear  -  ly     twi-light      Wash-ing  -  ton    saw       in  times   of    old. 
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Wash-ing  •  ton    saw      in  times  cf    old. 
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Envious  foes,  beyond  the  ocean  ! 

Little  we  heed  your  threatening  sneers  ; 
Little  will  they — our  children's  children — 

When  you  are  gone  a  thousand  years. 


Ba^ck  to  your  dens,  you  secret  traitors! 

Down  to  your  own  degraded  spheres! 
Ere  the  first  blaze  of  dazzling  sunshine 

Shortens  your  lives  a  thousand  j'ears. 


Bebels  at  home!  go  hide  your  faces — 
\Vccp  for  your  crimes  with  bitter  tears ; 

You  could  not  bind  the  blessed  daylight, 
Though  you  should  strive  a  thousanr'  ■"■ears. 


Hast  thee  along,  thou  glorious  Noonday  i, 
Oh,  for  the  eyes  of  ancient  seers! 

Oh,  for  the  faith  of  Him  who  reckons 
Each  of  his  days  a  thousand  years! 
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Take  Your  Gun  and  Go,  John. 


H.  T.  Merrili- 
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1.  Don't   stop       a        mo-ment    to      think,    John,    Our   coun  •  try   calls,  then 

2.  I've    heard     my    grand    -     sire       tell,      John,     He   fought  at    Bun  -  ker 

3.  The     arm  -   y's    short  of   blan  -  kets,     John,  Then  lake    this     hea  -  vy 
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Hill, 
pair. 


Don't    fear      for       me      nor   the    chil  -  dren,   John,      I'll      care      for     them,    you 
He     count  -  ed        all  his  life      and    wealth     His    coun  -  try's      ofif  -  'ring 

I       spun    and     wove      them      when       a       girl.       And   work'd  them   with   great 
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know  ! 

still. 

care. 


Leave  the   corn      up   -   on       the      stalk,       John ;      The      fruit       up    -     on         the 
Would  I    shame  the    brave    old     blood,      jfohn,      That    flow'd     on       Mon  -  mouth- 
A  rose      in       ev  -    'ry    corner,     John;      And     here's    my      name,    you 


tree,  And   all      our       lit   -    tie    stores,         John,  Yes,  leave    them     all        to       me. 

plain?       Nol  take    your    gun      and       go,  John,  Tho'    I     ae'er      see     you        a   •   gain. 

see  1  On    the     cold  ground  they'll  warm-er    feel,      Be      •     cause  they're  made    by      me. 


Chorus, 

I  AND  2  'lENOR. 


I  AND  2  BASS. 
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Then       take      your      gun      and 


go, 
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John,         Take      your    gun       and 


go. 


For 
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Ruth       can      drive       the 


en,      John,      And 
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Aiid,  John,  if  God  has  willed  it  so 

We  ne'er  .-Jiall  meet  again, 
I'll  do  the  best  for  the  children,  John, 

In  sorrow,  want  or  pain. 
On  winter  nights  I'll  teach  them,  John, 

All  that  I  learned  at  school ; 
To  love  onr  country,  keep  her  laws, 

Obey  the  Savior's  rule. 


oe. 

fell 


can 


use        the      hoe. 


¥^S. 


5  And  now  good-bye  to  you,  John; 

I  cannot  say  farewell  ! 
We'll  hope  and  pray  for  the  best,  John  ; 

His  goodness  none  can  tell. 
May  His  arm  be  round  about  you,  John, 

To  guard  you  night  and  day ; 
Be  our  beloved  country's  shield, 

Till  war  shall  pass  away. 
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Glory!  Glory !  Hallelujah 
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I,  John  Brown's   bo   •    dy      lies        a       mould  -  'ring      in         the    grave, 

3.  The        stars  of         Hea  •  ven         are  look    -     ing      kind    -   ly      down,  T;ie 
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John   Brown's  bo  -  dy  lies      a    mould'ring  in       the  grave,  John     Brown's  bo  -  dy  lies 

stars       of       Hea  -  ven     are  look-  ing  kind  -  ly  down,        The     stars         of      Hea  -  ven     are 
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mould'rlng      in         the  grave,        His  soul  is   march  -  ing  on. 

look  -  ing     kind    -   ly    down        On     the   grave  of      old       John      Brown. 
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I   AiN'D  2  TENCR. 
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I  AND  2  BASS. 
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jah !  Glo     -      ry,    glo   •   ry   hal    -     le  -  lu 
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is         march    -   ing 
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Rc'a  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
His  soul  is  marching  on. 


His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way. 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
And  they'll  go  marching  on. 


John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
John  Brown's  knacsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
■"■ohn  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
His  soul  is  marching  on. 


They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree. 
As  they  march  along. 
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The  First  Gun  is  Fired' 

•'MAY  COD  PROTECT  THE  RICHT." 


Maei/oso. 
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is  fired ! 
is  fired  I 
is        fired ! 


May  God  pro  -  tect  the 
Its  ech  -  oes  thrill  the 
Oh,       heed         the     sig  -   nal 
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right  1  Let  the  free  -  bora  sons  of  the  North  a  •  rise  In  pow'r's  a  -  veng  -  ing 
land,  And  the  bound  -  ing  hearts  of  the  pat  -  riot  throng  Now  firm  -  ly  take  their 
well,         And   the   thun  •  der    tone       as      it    rolls       a    -   long   Shall   sound     op-  pres  •  sion's 
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Shall     the      glo    -   rious        Un     -    ion     our    fath    -    er's       made  By 

We     will    bow         no        more        to      the        ty    -     rant         few,         Who 
For      the      arm  of         free   -    dom       is    migh    -     ty  still,  Its 
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And       gird       ye        for       the  fight, Ar.d 
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let  our       watch  •  word        ev     •     er         be,     "May        God        pro  -  tect      the        right!" 
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I  AND  2  BASS 
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The  Vacant  Chair. 
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Words  by  Henry  S.  Washburn 
1st  and  2d  Tenor. 


Melody  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
Arranged  by  W.  G.  S. 
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1.  We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him, There  wid    be   one  va-cant  cha'r,     We  shall    lia  -  gcr    to     ca - 

2.  At    our   fire- side,  sad  and  lone- ly,       Of  -  ten  will  the    bosom  swell       At       remembrance    of    the 

3.  True, they   tell     uswreathsof  glo  •  ry        Ev  -  er  more  will  deck  his  brow,  But   this  soothes  the  anguiih 


Air  in  1=1  Bass. 
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ress  him,  While  we  breathe  our  ev-'ning  pray'r,  When  a  year  a  -  go  we  gather'd,  Joy  was 
sto  -  ry,  How  our  no  -  ble  Wil  -  lie  fell;  How  he  strove  to  bear  our  ban- ner  Thro'  the 
on  -  ly,    Sweep-ing    o'er    our  heartstrings  row.  Sleep    to  -  day,      O    ear  -  ly    fall  -  en,         In    thy 
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in       his  mild  blue  eye, 
thick  -  est      o\     the    fight, 
green  and    nar-  row    bed. 


Bat  a  gold  -  en  chord  is  sev-  er'd. 
And  up  -  hold  our  coun-try's  hon  -  or, 
Dir  -  ges  from     the    pine  and    cypress 


And    our  hopes      in      ru  -  in 
In      the  strength  of  manhood's 
Min  -  gle  with       the    tears  we 
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When  we  breathe 


iVhen  we  breathe 

S'ntered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  MDCCCLXI,  by  Root  &  Cadv,  in  the  Clerk  s  ofSce  of  the  District  v^oun 
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Can  the  Soldiers  Forget? 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Yes,     be- lov'd     ones    at  home,    we      re  -  mem  •  ber, 

2.  Of      the  deeds     that    are    hal  •  low'd    in     sto   -   ry, 

3.  Ah,      ye   hearts;    that  with  an  -  gnish    are  swell  •  ing, 
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Ah,  how  can  the  sol  •  dier  for- 
We  think  as  we  press  oa  our 
Ye      eyes    that    are  dark  •  en'd  with 


get? 
way? 
fear, 


All  the  vows 
And  the  path 
For     the    braves     ones 


that     were  said 
way     that  leads 


when     we        part 

on        to  glo 

ye  lov'd       past     the        tell 


ed         Are 
ry      Gleamtt 
ing. 


The 
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CAN  THE  SOLDIERS  FORGET? 
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bound  them,     And 


dream  'nealh  the  heav'n's  sta  •  ry  dome, 
myr  -  iads  the  fu  -  ture  shall  claim, 
high       'mid      the  heav'n's  bright  -  est      ray, 
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dear  ones  whose  sweet  spell  has  bound  us.  And  whose  voi  •  ces  shall  wel  •  come  us  home, 
pe  •  ans  of  vie  •  t'ry  are  sound  •  ing.  Shall  most  joy  •  ful  •  ly  ech  •  o  each  name, 
glo   •   ries    im-mor  -  tal      a  -  round    them,    They  are  look  -  ing  up  -  on       us    to  •  day. 


Chorus, 

I  AND  2    IE  VCR. 


Yes,      be-loved     ones      at  home,      we      re-mem  •  ber, 


I  AND  2  BASS. 
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All    the  vows  that  were  said  when  we  part   •    ed,  Are  sa-cred  and  dear  to    us   yet. 
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can  the  sol-dier  for  -  get  that   the  vows  when  we  part 
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Stand  up  for  Uncle  Sam,  My  Boys. 

Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Stand 

2.  Oh, 
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up        for       Un    -  c'e       Sam,        my  boys,  With   hearts 
strike   for       Un    -  cle       Sam,        my  boy?,     For      dan 
fall       for       Un   -  cle       Sam,        my  boys,      If      need 


brave       and    true ;  Stand 

ger  is      near  ;  Yes ! 

be  to      save ;  Yes  I 
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up  for  Un  -  cle  Sam,  my  boys,  For  he 
strike  for  Un  -  cle  Sam,  my  boys.  And  all 
fall       for        Un   •  cle       Sam,       my  boys,    Tho'       in 


has  stood  by  you. 
to  you  most  dear, 
a         sol    -   dier's  grave. 
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Grafted  Into  the  Army. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Brave  Battery  Boys. 


I  AND  II  TENOR. 


Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss. 
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Drummer  Boy  of  Shiloh. 


Will  S.  Hays. 
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1.  On     Shi  -  loh's  dark  and  bloody     ground, 

2.  Look  down      up  -  on   the     battle       field, 
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The    dead     and  wound-ed  lay ;  A- 

Oh,    Thou      our  Heav'n-ly         Friend  !  Have 
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mong'st     them  was  a    drummer    boy, 
mer      -      cy      on  our    sin-  ful     souls  1 


Who      beat    the     drum      that        day. 
The      sold  •  iers    cried        A     •     men  I 
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■wound  -  ed       sol  •  diet  held  him    up —  His        drum    was       by      his         side, 

gath  •  er'd  'round      a  lit  -  tie  group.  Each      brave    men    knelt     and        cried. 
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Chorus, 
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He   clasp'd      his    hands,  then  rais'd    his    eyes,      And  pray'd  be  •  fore         he       died, 
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They      list'   -    ned    to        the       drum-mer     boy,      Who  pray'd  be  •  fore  he       died.  They 
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Who    pray'd      be    -   fore  he    died. 
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3  "Oh,  mother,"  said  the  dying  boy, 
"Look  down  from  Heaven  on  me. 
Receive  me  to  thy  fond  embrace — 

Oh,  take  me  home  to  three. 
I've  loved  my  country  as  my  God  ; 
To  serve  them  both  I've  tried," 
//:  He  smiled,  shook  hands — death  seized  the  boy 
Who  prayed  before  he  died.:  11 


4  Each  soldier  wept,  then,  like  a  chiId-= 
Stout  hearts  were  they,  and  brave  % 
The  flag  his  winding-sheet — God's  Book 

The  key  unto  his  grave. 
They  wrote  upon  a  simple  board 
These  words  ;  This  is  a  guide 
II :  To  those  who'd  mourn  the  drummer  boy 
Who  prayed  before  he  died.  :|| 


5  Ye  angels  'round  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
Look  down  upon  the  braves. 
Who  fought  and  died  on  Shiloh's  plain, 

Now  slumb'ring  in  their  graves  I 

How  many  homes  made  desolate — 

How  many  hearts  have  sighed — 

IJ:  How  many,  like  that  diummer  boy. 

Who  prayed  before  they  died  I  :|| 
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Our   Heroes. 


Words  by  F.  De  Haes  Janvier. 


Music  by  Nathan  Barker 
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I.     Cheers,  cheers,       for        our        he  •  roes!         Not  those         who     wear      stars;         Not 
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2.     But,     cheers  for        our       sol  -  diers,        Rough  wrin     -     kled      and    brown ;        The 
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those       who    wear        eag-  les,  And        kaf  -  lets      and    bars ;         We    know      they     are 
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■^  Our  patriot  soldiers  1 
When  treason  arose, 
And  freedom's  own  children 

Assailed  her  as  foes ; 
When  anarchy  threatened 
And  order  withdrew, 
(Is  They  rallied  to  rescue 

The  red,  white  and  blue.  HI 


4  Upholding  our  banner 
On  many  a  field, 
The  dooK:  of  the  traitor. 
They  valiantly  sealed  ; 
And,  worn  with  the  conflict, 
Found  vigor  anew, 
|)s  Where  victory  greeted 

The  red,  white  and  blue.  :|| 


5  Yd,  lOved  ones  have  fallen 
And  still,  where  they  sleep, 
A  orrowing  nation 

Shall  silently  weep, 
And  spring's  fairest  flowersi 
In  gratitude  strew, 
ii:  O'er  those  who  have  cherished 
The  red,  white  and  blue.  :1| 


S  Bnt,  glory  immortal 
Is  waiting  them,  now, 
And  chaplets  unfading. 

Shall  bind  every  brow  ; 
When  called  by  the  trumpet. 
At  time's  great  review^ 
lis  They  stand,  who  defended 
The  red,  white  and  blue.  :1| 
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God  Save  the  Nation. 


A  BATTLE  HYMN.) 


Words  by  Theodors  Tilton. 

1ST   TENOR. 


Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Thou    who     or  -  dain    -     est,      for      the  land's   sal  -  va  -   tion,     Fam  -  ine      and    fire, 
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2.  By       the    great  sign,        for  -  told,     of    Thine  Ap  -  pear  -  ing,       Com  -  ing       in   clouds,    while 

3.  By      the    brave  blood      that    flow  -  eth     like      a        riv   -    er.      Hurl    Thou     a      thun    •   der 
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4.     Slay     Thou  our    foes, 
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mor  -   tal    man  stand  fear  -  ing.    Show     us,       a  -  mid        this    smoke   of     bat  -  tie    clear  -  ing, 
bolt     from   out    Thy    qui  -  ver !  B'-eak  Thou    the  strong    gates  !    ev  -  'ry      fet   -  ter     shiv  -  er. 
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-a^-# 


-V- 


T^-^- 


V- 


A- 


2=12^ 


God 


i^ES 


Thy 
Smite 


Green 


at:2z=i 


char 
and 


W^i-&' 


t^_vEti 


the        na 


-lo- 
tion ! 


^^ 


God 


:sz:: 


V— L 


-<^ 


t=t: 


lot       near 
de    -     liv 


mg, 
er, 


Thy 
Smite 


>— 


-(^ 


-i& ^ 


and 


ly 


sian. 


Green 


-^- 


t^- 


char 
and 


V- 


--^ 


the       na 


-V— L 


-^ 


lot      near 

de    -     liv 


-y-tT 


._.^- 


Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Eraikard's  Sons, 


tion  ! 


:=]: 


^± 


ing! 
er! 


-(^ — 


^ 


-s^ 


J] 

i 


i 


S3 


America. 


Arranged  by  W.  G.  S, 
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2.  My         na     •    live       coun     •      try,      thee,      Land        of  the  no      •      ble      free, 

3.  Let        mu    •     sic        swell  the     breeze,     And       ring       from        all  the      trees, 
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the 


m 


IS 


1=^^ 


9^isj 


Thy    name        I  love  ;  I        love       thy       rocks       and    rills.       Thy    woods      and 

Sweet    free  ■  dom's       song ;  Let      mor   -    tal    tongues        a   •  wake,      Let        all        that 
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Long    may        our        land  be     bright    With      free  -  dom's 
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pil  •  grim's  pride,     From        ev    -     'ry       moun  •  tain    side  Let      free  •  dom        ring ! 
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tern    -  pisd    hilis.       My      hear:        with     rap    -    ture    thrills.       Like   that         a     •     bove. 
breathe    par  •  take,       Let     rocks       their      si    ■     lence  break,        The  sound      pro    -   long. 
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The  Star  Spangled  Banner. 


With  an  additional  verse  (5th),  by  Dr.  O.  W.  HolmeS. 
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Oh !          say      can  you  see,  by    the  dawn's   ear   -   ly  light,  What  so   proud  •  iy    we 

On    the  shore,  dim  -  ly  seen  thro'  the    mist       of       the  deep,  Where  the  foe's    haugh-ty 

And        where    is  that  band,  who    so  vaunt  ■  ing   -  ly  swore,  'Mid  the     hav   -  oc     of 

On  !         thus      be         it  ev     •  er  when  free  -  men    shall  stand,             Be     -     tweer  their  loy'd 

When  our  land     is         il  •  lum'd  with          lib    •    er  -  ty's  smile,           If     a       foe     from  with- 
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hail'd  at    the    twilight's  last  gleaming,  Whose  stripes  and  bright   stars,       thro'  the    per  •  il  ■  ous 

host  in  dread    si-  lence    sre  -  pos  -  es,  What  is    that  which  the   breeze,      o'er  the    tow  •  er  -  ing 

war  and  the    bat  -  tie's  coi>  fu  -  sion,  A          home  and     a       coun    -     try  they'd  leave  us    no 

home  and  the  war's  des  -  o  -  la  •  tion,  Blest  with  vie  -  fry    and    peace,      may   the  heav'n  rescued 

iQ  strike  a    blow    at    her  glo  •  ry,  Down,    down  with  the    trai-tor,         that      dares    ts    de  « 
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rock-et's   red 
caich-es    the 
re  •  fuge  could 
con-quer   we 
mil-lions  un  - 


-h- 


ii 


glare,     the  bombs, busting     in      air,         Gave    proof  thro'  the  y.ght    that 
gleam     of    the    morning's  first  beam,     In   full  glo  -    ry      re  •  fleet      ed. 
save  the     hire-ling   and   slave,  From  the  ter  -  ror     oC   flight      or 

must,  when  our    cau?e  it      is      jus*.         And      this     be     our    mot  •>   to, 
chain'd  who  our  birth-iight  have  gain'd,  We  will  keep  h   >  bright  hh.  •  zon 
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Hail  Columbi. 


Arranged  by  Colliw  C05. 
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Hail      Co-  lum  -  bia,  hap  •  py   land  !  Hail      ye    he  -  roes,  heav'n-born  band,  Who 

Im  -  mor  -  tal     pat  -  riots,  rise  once  more  !     De-  fend     your  rig  is,  de  -  fend    your  shore  ;  Let 

SouDd,       sound     the  trump  of  fame,  Let  W*.:.:  --  ing  •  ton's  great  name  Ring 

Be-  hold     the  chief    who  now  commands!    Once  more     to    se  vo    his   coun  ■  try   stands  The 
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fought  and   bled       in  free  -  dom's  cause,  Who  fought  and  bled       in  free  •  dom's  cause,  And 

no      rude    foe     with        im  -  pious  hands.  Let       no  rude  foe    with        im  -  pious  hands,  In  • 

thro'    the  world  with  great      ap-plause.  Ring    thro'  the  world  with  great      ap-plause,   Let 

rock,    on   which     the  storm     will  beat,     The     rock  oa  which    the  storm    will  beat,       But 
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in    -    de-pend-ence     be         our  boast,  Ev      -      er   mind    -    ful    what    it  cost ; 

off  -  'ring  peace  sin  -  cere      and    just,  In  heav'n  we  place          a      man  -  ly  trust  That 

e   -   qual  skill,  with  god  -  like  pow'r,  He    gov     -  ems     in          the     fear  -  ful  hour  Of 

hope     was  sink-  ing      in        dis  -  may,  When  gloom        ob-scur'd      Co  -  lum-bia's  day,  His 
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Ev    -     er     grate-fui      for        the   prize ;  Let      its         al    •  tar  reach      the     skies  I 

truth       and    jus  -  tice     will      pre  -  vail,  And    ev   -  'ry     scheme  of  ban  -  dage     fail, 

hor     -     id    war,    or    guides  with  ease  The    hap  -  pier     hours  of  hon  -   est      peace! 

stead  -     y    mind,  from  chang-  es    free,  Re-  solv'd    on      death  or  vie    -    to  •      ry ! 
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Alle^o. 


Yankee  Doodle. 


Arrauged  by  Collin  Coe. 
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His  door  is  always  open  foun^ 

Ilis  cider  of  the  best,  sir  ; 
H'.s  board  with  pumpkin  pie  is  crown'H 

And  welcome  every  guest,  sir.  * 


Though  rcu^\i  uA  iittle  is  his;  farm, 
That  little  is  his  i3wn,  sir  ; 

His  hand  is  stroi'g,  his  heart  is  warm» 
'Tis  truth  ?pd  )'f»?o<''?  'b^fn**-  sir. 


His  country  is  his  pride  and  boa«t, 
He'll  ever  prove  true  blue,  si^  • 

When  called  upon  to  give  a  toai*, 
"Tis  "Yankee  Doodle  Doo.''  si»-. 
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Hold  the  Fort. 


p.  p.  Bliss. 


Major  Whittle  relates  the  following  incident,  upon  which  the  song  is  founded : 

During  October,  1S64,  just  before  General  Sherman  commenced  his  famous  march  to  the  sea,  while  his  army  \ay  cam.ped  in  th<» 
Oiighborhood  of  Atlanta,  the  army  of  Hood,  in  a  carefully  perpared  movement,  passed  the  right  flank  of  Sherman's  army,  .  jid  gain, 
iog  his  rear,  commenced  the  do£tn:ction  of  the  railroad  leading  north,  burning  block  houses  and  capturing  the  small  garrisons  along 
the  line.  Sherman's  army  was  put  r.i  rapid  motion  following  Hood,  to  save  the  supplies  and  larger  posts,  the  principal  of  which  was 
located  at  Altoona  Pass,  a  defile  in  the  Altoona  range  of  mountains,  through  which  ran  the  railroad.  Gen.  Corse,  of  Illinois,  was  sta- 
tioned here  with  a  Brigade  of  troops,  composed  of  Minnesota  and  Illinois  regiments,  in  all  about  1,500  men  ;  Col.  Tourtelotte  being 
second  in  command.  A  million  and  a  half  of  rations  were  stored  here,  and  it  was  hignly  important  that  the  earthworks  commanding 
the  Pass  and  protecting  the  supplies  should  be  held.  Six  thousand  men,  under  command  of  Gen.  French  were  detailed  by  Hood  to 
lake  the  position.  The  works  were  completely  surrouded  and  summoned  to  surrender.  Corse  refused,  and  sharp  fighting  coBimenced. 
The  defenders  were  slowly  driven  into  a  small  fort  upon  the  crest  of  the  hill.  Many  had  fallen,  and  the  result  seemed  to  render  a 
prolongation  of  the  fight  hopeless.  At  this  moment  an  officer  caught  sight  of  a  white  signal  flag,  far  away  across  the  valley,  fiftsen 
miles  distant,  upon  the  top  of  Kenesaw  Mountain.  The  signal  was  answered,  and  soon  the  message  was  waved  across  from  moun. 
tain  to  mountain  ;  "  Hold  the  fort  I  am  coming.  W.  T.  Sherman."  Cheers  went  up,  every  man  was  nerved  to  the  full  appecia- 
tion  of  the  position  ;  and,  under  a  murderous  fire,  wkich  killed  or  wounded  .nore  than  half  the  men  in  the  fort — Corse  himself  being 
shot  three  times  through  the  head,  Col.  Tourtelotte  taking  command,  though  himielf  badly  wounded,  they  held  the  fort  for  three 
^ours,  until  the  advance  guard  of  Sherman's  army  came  up,  and  French  was  obliged  to  retreat. 

No  incident  of  the  war  illustrates  more  thrillingly  the  inspiration  imparted  by  the  knowledge  of  the  presence  of  the  Commander  ; 
aad  that  he  is  cognizant  of  our  position  ;  and  that,  doing  our  utmost,  he  will  supplant  our  weakness  by  speedy  reinforcements.  So 
tlue  message  of  Sherman  to  the  soldiers  of  Altoona  becomes  the  message  of  the  Great  Commander,  who  signals  ever  to  all  who  fight 
iiri's  tattle,  "Hold  the  Fort." 
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iiOLD    THE    FORT. 


Re     -      in  -  force-  ments  now          ap  -  pear  -  ing,  Vic     -     to  -  ry         is  nigh ! 

Might    -   y      men       a    •  roi'nd        us      fall  -  ing,  Cour   -   age    al  •   most  gone. 

In          our   Lead  •  er's  name  we'll    tri  -  umph  O     -     ver     ev   •    'ry          foe. 

On    •     ward  cames  our  Great  Com-mand  -  er  Cheer,      my  com-  rades,  cheer  I 
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God  Bless  Our  Brave  Young  Volunteers. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


SOPRANO. 

^_ 


■A-:± 


::=^. 


izt: 


X=^: 


■|__.|:x — ^-^— f-^- 


-X-Tt' 


-(sz=ir~z 


I 


I.  The     song  of      free     -    dom,        how         it      swells      O'er        val     •     ley,      hill         and 

ALTO. 


izs: 


2.  Still,        still        the        glo    -    rious      num    •   bers    ring.        And      still         they    come,        our 

TENOR. 


WE^ 


ii«: 


It 


is: 


'z::z^. 


I,    Oh      home  of        free    •   dom,     fath      =•      er  -  land,  To      thee  our     treas    -    ures 

BASS. 


I^ZII 


t=:::::sz: 


i 


p 


±^ 


-^- 


•^s^- 


'^^ 


0^^0 


-^-t---.-^ 


prai     -     rie     wide.     With    thrill    -    ing     tones         the        toe    •    sin        tells      That      dan  -  gers 


33^ 


^ 


:=!]: 
^ 


-<$L 


^mnt 


0-^-<^- 


^^iifiS 


land  to      save.       Let         ev     -     'ry        heart,      its        trib    •    ute     bring        Of     love,       and 

i — [■- 


r: 


-s: 


-  » 


±ir=^?=tz:±^ 


::i22: 


TfZ.Z^l 


-r- 


we    yield,     'Tis        du      •      ty        calls;  their      feet         must  stand       la       tent    -    ed 


B: 


-(^ 


--^- 


z^zr. 


-^- 


\z^iz=jt:.z^ 


1 


^^ 


:tz: 


'ZL 


rEZZ- 


to  our     land        be   •  tide,      That      dan     -    gers        to  our        land  be    ■  tide ;     And 


:i^ 


-:z2± 


::=5t 


hon    -     or        to         the     brave.       Of         love       and      hon    •     or 


the     brave ;     May 


— ^ — 


--^ — ^-: 


-^z^jjszfz^i*^*--'^ 


+-i|— #21*-;:^— # 


# — ^- 


'XZID. 


camp,      on     blood  •    y        field,        In        tent     •     ed        camp,    on        bbod     -    y        field;   i^are  - 


g^ri^ir 


liPi^i 


\~z^zzi9—i\ 


-  -r:d  according  fjn  \ct  of  C::^fss,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXHI,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  :he 

Northern  District  of  Illinois. 


SrOB  BLESS  OUR  BRAVE  YOUNG  A^OLUNTEERS. 


9« 


:sz 


::_^ 


■^- 


— V- 


::z^ 


see,        from       an     •     vil,        loom       and     plow,     From  home,      and        moth    •   ers         sa    •   cred 


iqzzzi^ 


£;E±EEaE;3;^S;:EiEEEE:;E5 


-^ B-^-i^ #-- ^  -T^— 


T-^-- 


-^ 


:t=: 


He         pro   -  tect        them         in  the      strife.    Whose  pow'r      can      quell  our       ris     -     ing 


iztztiz 


-^5'- 


*t;::^ 


■:z2^ 


well        true   hearts,       our    pray'rs       shall       be      Where  -  e'er        the       star      •      ry        flag         ap 


} 


9^ 


-^- 


~7b g~t~i^ 


::i^ 


:=t; 


T-^^ 


i& — # — ^ 


^ 


-"iE 


-—<^ — 


# ^- 


El 


-^ 


-<5^- 


tears      They      fly  with       ar     •    dor       on        each     brow,      God    bless        our    brave    young 


:1=T 


1^- 


1 

-^        d^ 

& 


e:; 


fears        Oh      may         He    guard      each      pre   •  cious       life        And     bless        our    brave    young 


-^- 


-!^ 


EtlEEEEtEE 


0—-(Z ^::=^ 


,;:zs 


» — (^ ^ 


•9^=^" 


pears.     That      He  who     made      our      fath    -     ers       free,       May    bless        our    brave    young 


-^ 


u 


__i ^ 


.._j$)_. 


II?2I_- 


g2 


iMever  Forget  the  Dear  Ones. 


A  HOME  SONG. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


/in^iatitino. 


1.  Nev  -  er       for  -  get         the      dear       ones,        A  -  round     the     so   -   cial      hearth,  The 

2.  Ev   -  er    their  hearts      are      turn    -    ing        To      thee    when  far        a     •     way.  Their 

3.  Nev  •  er      for  •  get        thy      Falh    -   er,       Who    cheer  -  ful    toils    for        thee,  With  ■ 
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WOO  thee,  In  oth  •  er  lands  to  roam, 
wan  '  der  Where-ev  •  er  thou  may'st  roam, 
broth  •  er     They    long    for    thee      to      come, 


Nev  •  er    for  -  get      the    dear    ones     That 
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Never  forget,         never  fcrget,         never  forget     the      dear  ones,  That  clus-ter   round  thy    home. 
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Never  forget,        never  forget,         never  forget     the      dear  ones.  That  clus-ter   round  thy    home. 
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Foes  and  Friends. 


Words  by  Ellen  H.  Flagg. 
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Weep  O'er  the  Heroes  as  They  Fall. 


\Vords  by  C.  W.  Butler. 


Music  by  J.  W.  Turner. 


1.  Weep  o'er  the  he  -  roes 

2.  Weep  o'er  the  he  •  roes 

3.  Weep  o'er  the  he  •  roes 

4.  Weep  o'er  the  he  •  roes 


they  fall, 

they  fall, 

they  fall, 

they  fall, 
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They  come 

Write  there 
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it             shall  be       our  Hear  •  est  care  The  na  -  tion's  hope          and  trust. 

them          the    pa  -  triot'i.  ao  -  blest  part,  In  free  -  dom's  ouusc           di   •  vine, 

mem  -     'ry    wan  -  ders  by     their  side,  To  joy       for   -   ev  -      er  -  more. 

bid           the    trai  •  tor's  eye       to  fear,  The  na  -  tion      trust            in  God. 


Chorus, 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 


1ST  AND  2D  TENOR.  J  |^  |^ 


Weep  o'er   the     ho  •  roes       as      they      fall  In      con    -    flict   for  the      right ;  And 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 
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VOW         to    heav  -  en      our    lives,     our      all.       Shall     give       car    ooun  •  try    might. 
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Oh  Haste  on  the  Battle. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Oh      haste  on       the    bat  -   tie,  the      sure  com  -  ing    bat   -   tie  When 

2.  The     word  has    been  spo  -  ken,  the      long        look'J     for     to   -    ken  Now 
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vie     -     t'ry  shall  perch      on    our    ban   •  ners    at     last, 
glows        on    our  ban    •   ners  and  gleams      in     tb»     air. 


A    sign        has  been  giv  -  en,        a 
'Tis  "free  -   dom  for    all"  how      the 
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prom     ■      ise   from   heaven.         And  days  of      de- feats  and   dis  -  as      -      ters    are  past, 

spell  has  been   broken        That  bound        all     the  land  in     the  chains  of    des-pair. 
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Chorus, 

1ST   TENOR. 
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Then  haste,  haste,        haste,    haste,       Haste     on     the   bat  -  tie,     'Tis     lib  -  er  -  ty   for    all,      Then 

2D    TENOR. 
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Then  haste,  haste,        haste,    haste,       Haste    on    the   bat  -  tie,    'Tis    lib  -  er  -  ty  for    all.      Then 


2D    BASS. 
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haste,       haste,  haste,        haste,  Haste    on      the    bat  •  tie      The    ty  •   rant    must  fall. 
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haste,       haste,  haste,        haste.  Haste    on      the    bat  -  tie      The    ty  -   rant    must  /all. 
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Come  fill  up  the  ranks  and  prepare  for  the  battle, 
No  longer  we  ask  who  our  leader  shall  be, 

For  God  now  is  with  us  in  Him  we  shall  triumph, 
The  God  of  our  fathers,  ihe  God  of  the  free. 


Prepare  for  the  battle,  we  care  not  who  guides  it, 
The  bright  sword  of  victory,  we  care  not  who  wields. 

McLellan,  or  Burnside,  or  Hooker,  or  Sigel, 
Or  Fremont,  or  Hunter,  or  Butler,  or  Shields. 


Tii  liberty's  battle,  and  slavery's  death  rattle, 
For  freedom  shall  follow  where  lately  it  trod. 

And  after  the  battle,  shall  man,  now  a  chattel. 
Stand  forth  in  his  f.eedom,  the  image  of  God. 


And  oh,  what  a  glory,  will  gleam  in  the  story 

Our  children  shall  tell  to  each  daughter  and  son  ; 

Of  the  wonderful  battle,  the  terrible  battle. 

When  their  country  wa-  sav^il,  rind  its  liberties  won, 
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De  Day  of  Liberty's  Comin' 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Dar  -keys  don't     you        see        delight,        De    day    ob     lib-er-ty's      com-in',        com-in', 

2.  De  Un  •   ion    folks     dey        wait       so  long,        We  link   dey  neb-  er  was      com-in',        com-in', 
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Al  -  most    gone      de        gloom  -  y   night,       De    day      ob       lib  -  er  •  ty's      com-in'. 
And       Se  •  cesh      he  get       so   strong     We     tink     dey      neb  -  er     was     com-in'. 
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High!  ho!         de     dar  -keys    sing,  Loud! 

Now  Un     •     cle    Abe    he        say  Come 


loud  !      dar     voi    ■  ces       i^ing, 
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sa    while    you      may, 
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BE  DAY  OB  LIBERTY'S  COMIi^-, 
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Good  news        de      Lord      he    bring,  "Now         let      my      peo  -  'pie        go.' 

And  for         de      slabe    we'll     pay,       For         we     must      let      him        go. 
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C horns, 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 
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Just      you    look    and       see      dat     light !      De    day       ob       lib  -  er-  ty's     com  -  in',      com  •  in', 
1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 
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Al  -  most    gone      de     gloom  •  y      night,        De    day       ob       lib  •  er  -  ty's     com  -  in'. 
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White  folks  let  us  help  ye  troa, 

De  day  ob  liberty's  comin',  comia', 

We  can  fight  and  die  for  you, 
De  day  ob  liberty's  comin'. 

Yes!  yes!  we'll  shout  and  sing, 

Loud!  loud!  our  voices  ring, 

Soon!  soon!  de  mighty  King 
Will  let  His  people  go. 


O  de  Lord  will  bring  it  right, 

De  day  ob  liberty's  comin',  comia'i 

From  dis  drefful  bloody  fight, 
De  day  ob  liberty's  comin'. 

Shout!  darkeys,  shout  and  sing, 

Loud  let  your  voices  ring, 

Soon!  soon!  de  mighty  King 
Will  let  His  people  go. 
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Sleeping  in  the  Battle  Field. 


Arranged  (or  Male  Quartet 

a      1ST  TENOR. 


Music  by  Karl  Reden. 
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I.     At       last       the      war       is 
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ver ',    At        -st   comes  gold   -  en    peace  ; 


At 
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2.     Oh   would    that       I      could    call        back    Our     boy,      in        his     glad  prime ! 


Oh 


1ST   BASS. 
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3.     The    war 
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land   With  graves 
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last     the    cru   •  el     strife   and    bloodshed  cease, 
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would    I     could   live    o'er     the      old  -  en     time ! 
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But  Where's  dar  -  ling    Wil  -  lie  ?    Who 
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Oh    cease    heart  this    lon^  -  ing, 
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I                 bat  -  tie     field      is      val  -  or's      sa  -  cred   fame  \ 
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Oa    weep     not     for      lost   ones!  Theirs 
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was      our    pride    and 


joy, 


O  where'sour 


no  -   Lie      sol    -     dier        boy? 
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boy    "be  •  yond        the        veil.' 
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pure       re  -  nown ;         Theirs      is       the      vie  -  tor's    gold    -    en 
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SLEEPING  IJN   THE  BATTLE  FIELL 
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Repeat  for  Chorus. 
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Sleep    -   ing 


the       bat    -    tie        field  Lies        our        sol    •    dier         boy  ; 
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Sleep    -    ing  in  the       bat    •     tie         field  Lies         our         sol    -    dier  boy ; 
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Far    from  home    and  lov'd     ones,     Rests  our  sol-  dier   boy  ;  Sv.eet  -  est     of      ro  -  ses        be 
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Far    from  hom.e    and  lov'd     one?,     Rests  our  sol-  dier   boy ;  Sweet  -  est     of      ro  •  ses        be 
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deck      his     lone    -    ly     grave.         But      sweet  -  er     bloom        his     mem    -    'ry        brave. 
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deck      his    lone   -   ly    grave.        But      sweet  -  er    bloom        his    mem   -    'ry        brave. 
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Bury  the  Brave  Where  They  Fall. 


II.  L.  Frisbie. 


^SSj 
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1.  Oh       bu  -  ry       the  brave     on     the   field  where  they  fall,     Let  them  sleep      be    -    neath   the 

2.  Tho'  nameless      the  graves  where  their  ash  -  es      re-  pose      All     un  •  hal  -  low    -     ed        by 

3.  The    sunlight      and    rain     will    a  •  wak   -  en     the  flow'rs  That  in    beau  -  ty         o'er    them 


sod, 

tears, 

wave, 


That  drank  up  their  blood  in  the  dead  -  ly  af  -  fray,  When  their 
Their  lau  -  rels  are  fade  -  less,  they  nev  ■  er  can  die,  While  we 
The        soft     whisp'ringbree  -  zes      a       re     •     qui  -  em   sad,     Murm'ring 
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spir    -    it   went     home  to     God ; 

meas  -  ure   the      fleet       •       ing  fyears  ; 

o     •    ver  their      lone      -       ly  grave ; 
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Let   their   rest-ing     place   be        where  their 
Tho'    no     mar-  ble    may    rise  o'er  their 

But    we  mourn  for    them  not  as       all 
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BURY  THE  BRAVE  WHERE  THEY  FALL. 
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brave  deeds  were  done,  With  the      ban-ner,        the    ban- ner    for  their      shroud; 

low     lone  -  ly   beds,    There  to      point  out        the      sa-  cred,  sa  -  cred      spot    

calm  •  ly   they  sleep,     Far      a    -  way  from      the    lov  -  ing  household     band 
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stars  shall  keep  watch  as  they  peace- ful- ly  sleep,    Far    a   -    way  from  the  gather   -  ing  crowd, 
hearts  of  the    na  -  tion  their  mem  -'ry  will  keep.     Its  dead     he  -  roes  and  never        for-  got. 
brave  and  the  no   -  ble  die     nev  -  er    in    vain,  vVhen  they   die    for  their   na     •     tive  land. 
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Chorus, 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 
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Then  sleep  on    and  soft    be    thy     re  -   pose And  green    be    the    turf      on    thy      breast. 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS.  JL  JL      .^  <  ,  ^  ^  \  \ 
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The     glo.ri  -  ous  stars   of  our  ban  -ner  shall  watch  O'er  the  graves  where  the  he-roes      re  -  pose 
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Ho!  Rally,  ye  Braves. 


E.  T.  Baldwin. 


Con  entusiasmo. 
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1.  Ho!    up         to    the   conflict     Ye      gal  -  lant   and  brave!  Fling   out       the  blest  ban- ner        Our 

2.  Come  forth      to    the   conflict    The     stern,  bloody    war!     Press   for-  ward,  with  shouting,     For 
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fore  -  fath  -  er's  gave  !    With  the     lay        of     the    loy   ■   al,     the  shout      of     the  true.       Come, 
lib   -  er  -  ty's   star  !      'Tis     a      con  ■  test     for     Un  -  ion    and    Na  -  tion  -  al  Light  !       The 
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ral   ■   ly        a  -  round  our    old   red,      white  and  blue  !        Up-  hold       it,      pro-tect        it,  where- 
no   •  ble    will      tri- umph, God  speed  -  eth     the  right  !       Up    yeo  -  men!  come  free  -  men!   the 


n 


T^=i 


e 


i- 


^w9w9"w9-   ^  "•■"#-    •0- 


-#-(*- 


=^ 


=^ 


(^ 


i^ 


4= 


iS^ 


CoPYRIGHTEb. 


HO!    RALLY,    YE    BRAVES. 
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Ad  lib. 


e'er        you  may  be, 
call  is     for   you, 


Watch  o'er         it,        a-dore  it,      Sweet        gem     of    the  free. 

Don't   dal     -     ly,      but    ral     -      ly.        For  Lib  •  er  ■  ty   true. 
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Chorus. 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR 
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Bright      ban 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 
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thee    and    our  coun  -  try     U  •  ni   -   ted    we  stand,      Bright  ban  •  ner  !      dear  ban  -  ner  !    Flostt 
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3  Oh,  ye  freeman  awake,  and  strike  for  the  land, 
Now  torn  with  dissension  by  dire  traitor's  hand, 
The  wa.  "ry  is  sounding,  our  flag  is  unfurled. 
In  the  ca^oe  of  our  freedom  we  challenge  the  world, 
Come  forward,  press  onward,  to  succor  the  brave  ! 
We  need  you,  will  lead  you,  our  country  to  save  ! 


4  Hurrah  for  our  banner,  the  pride  of  the  sea  > 
That  starry-hued  emblem,  the  flower  of  the  free. 
The  token  of  liberty,  gem  of  the  brave, 
Sweet  flag,  waving  over  the  patriot's  grave  !' 
We  love  thee,  adore  thee,  "Old  Glory"  so  true  ! 
Fall  never,  wave  ever,  dear  red,  white  and  blue ! 
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Columbia,  The  Gem  Of  The  Ocean, 

Or 
THE  RED,  WHITE  AND  BLUE. 


Arranged  by  W.  G.  S. 
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1.  0     Co-lum-bia!  the  gem  ot  the   ocean, 

2.  When  war  wing'sd  it  wide  des-o  -la-tion, 

3.  The    win'j-'-up.  the  wine-cup  bring  hither. 
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Tlie  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free,     The 

And   threatened  the  land  to  de  -  form,     The 
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shrine  of  each  patriot's  de-vo-tion, 
ark  then  of  freedom's  foundation, 
the  wreaths  thev  have  won  never  wither, 


A     world   of-fers   liom-age    co    thee. 
Co  -  Inni  -bia,  rode  safe  thro'  the  jtorra ; 
Nor  the  star  of  their  glo  -ry  grow   dim  I 
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Taandates  make  heroes  as  -  semble, 
]er  gar-lands  of  vict'ry  around  lier, 
ihe    ser-vice  u-nit-ed  ne'er  sev-er, 


^Vlien    Lib-er-tv's  form  stands  in  view.  Thy 

Wlien  so  proudiv  slie  bore  iier  brave  crew,  With 

But    tliey  to  their  col  -  ors  prove  true!  The 
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banners  make  ty  -  ran-ny  tremble, 
lier  flag  proudly  floating  before  her, 
Ar-niy  and  Na  -  vy     for  -  ev-er. 


When  borne  by  tlie  red,  wliite  and  blue. 
The  boast  of  the  ret),  white  and  blue. 
Three   cheers  for  the  red,  wliite  and  blue. 


:^  # 


I — F-# =- 

I — ] — I ^- 


l-^iq-Zi: 


-# 


:fzpzi==:ijzziti4: 

-•^terl 1 * 


^: 


m=u 


CJTO'RUS. 

1st  &  2nd  '1'enor 


li: 


AVlieii  borne 

1st  &  2iid  Bass. 


by        the      red, 

_A 

:«z 

-I — 

V- 


5!_j_ 


white  and 


blue, 


Wliei? 


Vt-- 


:5=: 


-^H- 


-4 


:3 


I 


-^-b — I ^- 


^^. 


:S±rS=8: 


;i|: 


borne       by     the  red,    white  and   blue, 


— f- 


:t: 


Thy    banners   make    ty    -    ran-  ny 


giif" 


jreni  -  ble, 


.J 
is: 


ill 


^Yhen 


9!^^.SEf:Ei; 


>— 


::ij; 


^      •     ^       .      .      , 

borne    by      the      red,      wliite  and    blue. 
^ j  \ \    _    \ 


ZIC^ 


Honor  to  Sheridan. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


\fdiStOSO. 


1.  Let      the     ban    -  ners        wave        for       the     hon    •    or'd      brave,         As      they 

2.  Oh,      the   grate    -    ful  land,      hath       a     warm      right      hand,         In        the 

3.  As      we   dwell     with        pride,       on      his    bat     -     tie        ride.  Let       us 
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HONOR  TO  SHERIDAN. 
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Chorus. 


1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 
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Hail 


1ST  ANI    2D  BASS. 
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to       the   man,      who       in    time        of       need, 


d: 


Rode 


SiS: 


to        the  front 
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coal  black  steed  !     Hail      to     the  man     ir.    the    na  -  tion's  van  !        Hon  -  or    for   -  ev  •   er      to 
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COLUMBIA'S  Call. 


Words  by  Paulina. 


JSam-estlv. 

kfizn 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Ro6t 


#-x. 


1.  O,     come,    brothers,  all,      'tis    Co  -  lum-bia's  earn-est     call,       To  make  her  peo-ple    one      a    - 

2.  O,     dark      was    the  day    when  we     met     in    dead-ly    fray,       Di  -  vid  -  ing    ar-mies,  friends  and 

3.  O,      fair    smiles  the  dawn,  now  the  shades  of  night  are  gone,     The  dawning  we  have  iong'd    to 
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gain ;  Let         none      stand      a  -  loof         from     the     old      pa  -  ter  •  nal     roof,       Whose 

fleets  ;  O,  wild        was     the    wail        that     rang   out    o'er     hill     and    dale,  As 

see.  When       truth      shall    pre  -  vail,         and      our    joy  -  ful      an  ■  thems  hail,  The 
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shel-ter  ne'er   is  sought    in      vain  ;                          Glo  -  rious  ihe    fu  -  ture    ris  -  ing     o'er 
mourners  went  a  -  bout     the    streets;                       Now     that  the    bat- tie    rage    is       0 
glo  -  ry     of     the  brave   and     free;                         Come,  then,  0,  North  and  South.u  -  ni      • 
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Bless    -    ed       the      e    -    ra     draw  •  ing     nigh  ; 

Now      that      the   min  •  ute    guns    are    cold, 

Come,    then,      O,  East    and  West     as      one ; 


Then  joia  heart  and  band  for  the 
O,  haste,  knit  a  •  gain  what  the 
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sword  hath    cle'i       in     twain, 
chas'd    a    -   way      the     night, 
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Chorus, 

1ST  AND  2r  TENOR. 
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Glo-rious    the    fu  •  ture   ris  •  ing    o'er 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 
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join    heart  and  hand    for    the  weal    of   fath  -  er-ktnd,     Where'er  the    star-  ry    ban  •  ners     fly. 
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Lay  His  Sword  by  His  Side. 


1ST  TENOR. 
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I.     Lay    his    sword        by        his       side,         it       has    serv'd       him      too    well  Not         to 
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3.     Should  some    al    -     iea,        un   -   wor    •    thy    such    wea   -     pon      to     wield.         Dare       to 
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sound   •    ed       the      war  word,  "Burst your  chains!" 
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lal     -      is  -    man   seal'd        Or        re  -  turn  to        the         grave        of      thy     Lord. 
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And      it       cries        from      the    grave      where      the      he 
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ro       lies    deep, 
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side,       as       be-comes    the      re  •  pos 


ing      brave,       That    sword  which  he  lov'd     still   un- 
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light  -  'ning       let     loose,         Leap  forth       from      thy     dark      sheath     a   -   gain  I 
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SoLoiER's  Dream  Song. 
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R.  Stewart  Taylor. 
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1.  'Tis        a       calm 

2.  In       the      deep 

3.  Ere       the     dawn 


and   beauteous    night,      love,        As       my        sol     •      dier   couch  I 

blue    vault     of     heav'n,    love,        Seat  -  ed         on  its       gol-  den 

of      com  -  ing       day,      love,  I        may      hear         war's   rude     a 


spread  ; 
throne ; 
larms  ; 
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Where    the 
Well       I 
And       the 


stars 
know 
stars 


are     smil  -  ing 

the    glow  •  ing 

of      joy      and 


dawn, 
stars, 
hope, 


love, 
love, 
love, 
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That      we 
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trees  a  -  bove 
mark'd  and  call'd 
mid      the     clash 


my  head  ; 
our  own ; 
of  arms : 


But      my    thoughts 
And     thro'      all 
But      in      camp 


V- 


are  far  a 
the  lone  -  ly 
or     blood  -  y 


-^- 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXII,   by  Root  &  Cadv,  in  the  District  Court  of  th«  United  States  far 

the  Northern  District  of  Illinois. 


Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 


SOLDIER'S  DREAM  SOXG. 


117 


/TS 


/rs 


/CN 


— #- 


^f^l^^ 


:^ 


way,       love,        Far       a      •      way 
night       love,        Ev   -   er  turn 

field,       love.      What  -  so    -      e'er 
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my  tho'ts 
my  fate 
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may 


thee  ; 
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be  ; 


And  I 
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Still     I'll 
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with  -  in  my  heart,  love,  Thou  art  think  -  ing  now 
pers  to  my  heatt,  love.  Thou  art  think  •  ing  still 
with   -  in        my      heart,       love.       Thou   wilt       ev    -    er      think 
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me. 
me. 


-^-  • 


Chorus. 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 


Yes,      my     tho'ts 
Yes,     thro'      all 
Yes,        in      camp 
rST  AND  2D  BASS. 


are        far        a  -   way,       love,         Far        a    ■    way  with    home     and 

the       lone  -  ly      night,     love,         Ev    -   er       turn  my     tho'ts      to 

or      blood  -  y      field,      love,       What  -  so    -   e'er  my      fate      may 
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thee ;       And     I    know      with  •  in  my  heart,  love,  Thou  art  think-ing  now  of  me. 

thee ;        As      it     whis    •   per      to  my  heart,  love,  Thou  art  think-ing  still  of  me. 

be  ;         Still   I'll  know      with  -  in  my  heart,  love,  Thou  wilt  ev  -  er  thmk  of  me. 
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Good  Bye,  Old  Glory. 


Words  hy'L.  J.  Batks. 

Allegro. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Four     wea  -  ry    years      of       toil      and  blood, With     loy  -   al  hearts    and     Ir^e,  By 

2,  O         com-rades  that     may    ne'er      re-  turn,    Who    sleep      be-neath      the    dew,  Where 


field     and       for  -  tress,    plain        and  flood,    We've  fought       the    reb  -   el       crew.  But 

Vicks-burg's  gleam  -  ing       sig    -   nil's  burn       Or       Look  -   out's  crest      of       blue.  Where- 
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vie    ■   to    -    ry         is         ours      at       last,       Ihe     might    -  y      woik       is      through,  Sound 

e'cT    your    blood    has      seal'd     the     faith.      We    brought   in        tri  -  umph  through,  Good- 
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drums    and       bu    -    gles      loud      and     fast,         This         is  your  last  tat  -  too. 

night      to       glo    -     ry        and        to    death,       And      that's      good  morn       to     you. 


Chorus. 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 
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Fare  -  well,     fare  -  well      to        march   and    fight,     Hard    -  tack 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 


a       fond      a  •  dieu, 


Good 


bye     "Old       Glo    -     ry, "      for  to  -  night      We         doff       the         ar    -    my      blue. 


9-' 


-t=^: 


ttz: 


■-P^.^h 


I       '        1       I       I       I 


tit 


Farewell  to  pens  and  prison  holes, 

Where  friends  themselves  broke  thfo', 
And  tortured  noble  captive  souls, 

That  they  could  not  subdue. 
But  in  the  fullness  of  the  day. 

Heaven's  justice  did  we  do  ; 
Disaster,  famine,  ruin,  may 

Make  fearful  answer  true. 


Good-bye  to  muster  and  parade, 

Good-bye  to  grand  review, 
The  dusty  line,  the  dashing  aid. 

Good-bye  our  General,  too. 
Good-bye  to  war,  but  halt !  I  sav, 

John  Bull,  a  word  with  you. 
Pay  up  old  scores  or  we  again 

May  don  the  army  blue. 


zaeo 


Tread  Lightly,  ye  Comrades. 


— OR  THE — 

VOLUNTEER'S  GRAVE. 


BOWEN. 


u=^. 


1.  Tread  light  -      ly,      ye  comrades,  his 

2.  "O  fold  me,"  he  said,  "in  the 

3.  The  bat  •     tie    was        o  -  ver,  they 

4.  Ah,  how  ma  -  ny  households  are 


lone         grave    a-  round, 
flag  of      the    free, 

laid  him      to     rest  ; 

bro  '     ker     and     sad  ; 


Those  ash 

And  let 

The  turf 

That  sigh 


es  are  sa  -  cred, 
our  own  ban  -  ner, 
they  plac'd  gen  -  tly 

for    the      lov'd  ones, 


and      sa-  cred     the 

my  wind-ing    sheet 

a  -  bove   his   young 

and  weep  for      the 


^5^ 
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fREAD  LIGHLY,  YE  COMRADES. 


I2X 


ground  ; 

be; 
breast, 
dead  ; 


'Tis     one  of  earth's  no-bles, 

And  when  I        am  rest-ing 

Then  rais'd  up       the  ban-ner, 

Whose  life  blood   has  pur-pled 


so 

gal     - 

lant 

and  brave, 

That 

O 

leave 

it 

to    wave, 

To 

and 

left 

it 

to    wave, 

In 

the 

field 

of 

the   barve, 

And 

i 


y 


-it=F 


t: 


:^ 


^— ^ 


J± 


here  lies      a  -  sleep 

point  to     the     stran    • 

bright  -  ness     un-dimm'd 

who  now     re  •  pose 


in  the  Vol  •  un  •  teer's  Grave, 

ger  the  Vol  -  un  •  teer's  Grave, 

o'er  the  Vol  -  un  •  teer's  Grave. 

in  the  Vol  -  un  •  teer's  Grave. 


-^^ 


He's  fought  his  last 

The    sad  news  break 

O       sad  were  the 

And    oh  tho'  no 


bat  -  tie,  the     vie  ■      t'ry    he's   won  ;  And  now,  the  brave    sol  -  dier  is 

gen-tly,  to  Moth  •      er     and    Kate ;  They're  anx  -    ious  -  ly     wait  -  ing  my 

tid-  ings  they  bore  to      his    home,  That,    far  from    hi's    lov'd  ones^  they'd 

mar-ble  may  point  to      the    spot.  Where  brave  -     ly  they've    fall-  en  they'll 


122 


TREAD  LIGHTLY,  YE  COMRADES. 


f=3t 


-&^ 


-&- 


rest  -     ing  a   •   lone ; 

com  •     ing  to      greet, 
left          him      a   •   lone, 

not  be  for  -   got, 


wn 


His    young  life    was  giv  -  en, 

But      tell  them,    I  fell    with 

With  nought  but    the  ban-  ner 

For    o'er  them   our  ban-  ner 


his  coun   •    try     to 

the  gal    -     lant   and 

he  died       for,      to 

for  -    ev     -    er    shall 


-5-  ■#-   •#• 


i±=Z 


TiT 


-fi^ 


^~^- 


save, 
brave  ; 
wave 
wave, 


And     low 

And      an 

So        si 

En  .  cir 


here  he  lies, 

gels  will  watch 

lent  and  sad, 

cling  with      glo 


in  the  Vol  -  un  -  teer's  Grave, 

o'er  the  Vol  -  un  -  teer's  Grave." 

o'er  the  Vol  ■  un  -  teer's  Grave, 

ry  the  Vol  ■  un  -  teer's  Grave. 


Chorus. 

a    ]fif    IS!  AND  2D  TENOR. 


ife 


last 


m^ 


-^ 


trum   •    pet, 


^- 


ly, 


shall 


1^^ 


wake 


^E^P 


him         from 


slee}-. 


^^i=F=J=F^:. 


-^zr 


!l 


la^ 


The  Songs  We  Sang  Upon  the  Old 
Camp  Ground. 


Words  and  Music  by  H.  L.  Frisbie. 


Ue^ 


r-A- 


m 


^■z 


1.  Oh  siag      for      me        to  -  night 

2.  I  hear     the       bu    -  gle     fpeal 

3.  Where      are      my      com-  rades    now  ? 


those 
ing 

ah! 


mer    -    ry    songs       we      sang        When 
forth       its        bra    -   zen     notes  I 

why       am        I  a    •   lone  I        Go 


-z^ 


bright  and  warm    the  cheer  -  ful  camp  -  fire  blaz'd,  At 

lis    -  ten     to        the    roll  -  ing     of       the   drum ;  The 

ask       it      of       the  march  -  ing  ech    -   o,    why  ?  Go 


twi-light's  clos  -  ing  hour  :  with 
sound-ing  call  to  arms,  the 
stand   up  -  on      the  plain      and 


» 


zi: 


^=^t 


-^ 


^=^i=t 


^5> 


-iS^ 


72L 


"&- 


~S>' 


-G^ 


-^ 


--A- 


■^.^ 


-^ , — 


com  •  rades    gath  -  er'd    round, 

bat    •   tie's    clash      and       din, 

count  *  their    low    -     ly      graves, 


— d — bf-^ —  ---^- 
4 -#— 

We  gai    -    ly       sang    those     oft       re  -   peat    -     ed 

Like       mock  -  ing       ech    •   oes      with     the     songs       fhey 
Where      on        a        hun  -  dred      bat   -  tie  -  fields      they 


» 


^- 


d: 


(^ 


-75- 


'^" 


T^ 
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THE  SOXGS  WE  SANG  UPON"  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND, 


lays.  How  quick  -  ly    beats    my    heart        when   comes    the    ech  -  oed  strain  I 

come.  The       fire       Is    burn  •  ing    low,  the       sen   -   try    lone  •   ly    treads       With 

lie.  Then     won  -  der    not      that      I  should    love     those  sim  -  pie    songs,       That 


-± 


9^ 


3: 


:1: 


:^: 


^— ^ 


?=?#: 


^s>- 


"z?" 


-^' 


-1$^ 


~?y- 


:z± 


^^ 


R-^==R=^ 


E^i^^ 


lis  -  ten  then  to  catch  the  faint  -  est  sound  : 
slow  and  measur'd  step  his  wea  •  ry  round, 
sad  -  der    mem'ries  clus  •  ter  thick    a  -  round  : 


i 


-m — •- 


±z^q: 


-t5^ 


is — N- 


3t3t 


I  aev  -  er     can     for  -  get  those 

All      these    I     seem     to     see  as      I 

Tho'      oth  -  ers    may    be  sweet        none 


:q=i 


■t=t 


-t$^ 


-^^ 


isr 


-T^' 


old  fa  -  mil  -  iar  tones  :  Those  songs  we  sang  up  •  on  the  old  camp  ground, 
lis  -  ten  to  those  songs  :  Those  songs  we  sang  up  ■  on  the  old  camp  ground. 
are       so   dear      to     me :  As       those     we  sang      up  -  on       the    old     camp  ground. 


!r-  % 


-i^ 


i 


1 


EEEEiE 


-G^-,— 


-ir^' 


=r- 


'TZi'- 


THE  SONGS  WE  SANG  UPON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GKOUND,       J2pj 


Chorus^ 

1ST   TENOR. 


tZT 


VziD 


Let 

— ^ — 1 


1ST    BASS. 


Yes,       sing        for       me 

2D   BASS. 


to  -  night 


those  brave       and      mer    -    ry     songs, 


^^^ 


-| zr—^-t-^ 


Let 


;e^p^: 


sweet-er    mem'ries  clus-  ter   thick  a-  round, 


^%- 


clus 


clus 


-"-Sif- 
ter round, 


For    I    nev  -  er    can    for  -  get    those 


r-N— N 


N-^-^-^t;-^--^-*- 


:ti:jC:, 


-7)- 


-^- 


^^ 


-9- 

ter  round,  thick   a  -  round,  For     I     nev  -  er     can    for  -  get     those 

^ 


33:fzzQ 


:fc^: 


:f± 


t^^^— t^ 


:£ 


^ 


^-^- 


-jj-r-^-m-.--^ 


.._^..i-_ 


V /-J-^ 


iar    strains,     Those  songs    we      sang      up    -   on       the       old    camp  ground. 


-Pv- 


-P=l-t^ 


3^^^ 


:ziiz:.T2^ 


!^ 


^M± 


— V- 


P^^ 


/^-# 

5^K 


-a:^— 


-'^—^ 


0 

ii 


old       fa   -    mil   -  iar    strains.     Those  songs    we      sang      up   •   on      the       old    camp  ground. 


^ 


'if: 


#-i- 


-#-^ 
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March  on,  March  oni 


A  SOLDIER'S  GLEE. 


Words  by  Lt.  Col.  Sam.  B   Raymond,  5th  Ills.  Vols. 

1ST  TENOR. 


Music  by  Wm.  Lewis. 


-V- 


^ 


March     on  ! 
2D   TENOR. 


march    on  !       we     hear       the   boom 


ing      Of 


7^ ^ 


M •- 


ir\  •      f* 

^ 

^          ^ 

^ 

m 

-^-H 

^i.   }\\  V 

> 

J 

T'              ^ 

-     7   tt 

' 

1 

\ 

/  n 

^          1 

.^  _ 

\ 

• 

W 

•     J 

March    on ! 

2D   BASS. 

march    on  1 

march 

onl 

we     hear 

the   boom 

- 

ing 

Of 

^i-^^T- 

Nf 1 — 

N- 

»V ! 

— N-j — Jv ^ ^,- 

— ^, — 

^^  7  « 

m            m 

m 

m 

m          m 

^            •            • 

-#— 

— #— 

-# — 

_ 

1^  r> 

^ 

the    boom  '  ing,      the    boom  •  ing      Of 


guns. 


-9— 


■>— L- 


-#-.-- ^— ^ 


"y~zl 


that      bid  us        to  the     fight,  As 


i^Pr^ 


ly 


V- 


-# — #- 


As       ga;     .     ly,     gai     -     ly 


guns.         of      guns        that      bid  us        to  the     fight,  As        gai 


ly 


9'^ 


±— 


Jv  - 


A— 


guns. 
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MARCH  OX,  MARCH  OJST! 


1*7 


Fine. 


"^^ 


as        the      flag    that's      loom     •      ing    A  •  bove  us  strike      we      for        the       right. 


-# — #- 


vit; 


# 9-- 


DUET.       1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 


azzrct^ 


7^^    •  - 

T — \ — 

r — ,^ -. 

r 

[J*~ 

^ 

'      s 

'            » 

*   *     P 

..«      . 

# 

*            i 

rm'^      1 

'       S  • 

tK 

1 

y 

V\) 

y      ! 

i  ■    ' 

i> 

:     ___               1    _               ^__. 

.    L 

u 

trai 

■    tors     from 

the     land. 

Our         flag 

V 

shall     float 

V 

tri    -     un 

■    phant 

^^zir2.   _j 

-     N, 

1 

^            ^ 

1                       1 

1 

^     1 

ii_  r*        J 

m 

f             1 

I             ^               _          1 

/fTv!-          « 

•      m 

^ 

'^         * 

*       •           ^ 

.    •    ■ 

# 

•          • 

V  i; 

•     • 

J 

Z\  C.  to  Fine. 


2  Fight  on,  fight  on,  the  stars  are  gleaming. 

We  plant  our  st?ndard  firm  and  fast, 
Vt'e'll  rally  where  our  banner's  streaming, 

And  defend  them  to  the  last. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  our  arms  victorious, 

They  fly  before  our  conq'rincj  host, 
We'll  praise  the  "God  of  Battles"  o'er  us, 

"Union  forever,"  be  our  toast. 
Fight  on,  fight  o:^,  etc. 


3  Shout  on,  shout  on,  we  love  the  cheering 

Of  hearts  that  glow  with  a  nation's  love  < 
Oh  haste  we  on,  the  day  is  nearing, 

Our  flag  shall  float  triumphant  abovd?. 
Cursed  be  each  hand  that's  raised  against  it' 

Perish  each  traitor  in  the  land, 
Prosper  our  flag  where'er  we  send  it. 

"Divided  we  fall,  United  we  stand," 
Shout  on,  shout  on,  etc. 


wjiS 


Brother,  Tell  me  of  the  Battle. 


Words  by  Thomas  Manahan. 
H^t/k  expression, 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


'-^ 

-^-i^: 


-mm 


1.  Brother     tell  me   of    the    bat  -  tie,     How  the    sol 

2.  Brother     tell  me   of    the     bat  -  tie,      For  they  said 

3.  Brother     tell  me   of    the     bat  -  tie,         I      can  bear 


^-  . 

diers  fought  and  fell —  Tell  me 

your   life    was  o'er,  They  all 

to    hear    it  now —  Lay  your 


~N- 


-^l 


-^ 


-^- 


thee  close  be  -  side  me, 
so  sad  and  lone  -  ly, 
you   bad  -  ly    wound- ed  ? 


Lay     your  head 

Fill'd    my  breast 

Did      we     win 


up  -  on  my  breast, 
has  been  with  pain, 
the  dead    -  ly     fight  ? 


"# 


:4^ 


a^ 


.J—  -^  «-•-«  — '- —  «- 

■2- 0-0-0 0- 

5-  —r  —  —  -^ 


-<&- 

::i1: 


\^= 


-K- 


While  you're 

Slnbe   they 

Did     the 


^^=^" 


't&' 


-^- 


-7^-' 


Entered  a'tcording  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXIV,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  Steles  for 

the  Northern  District  of  Illinois. 

Cot)yri~ht  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 


BROTHER,  TELL  ME  OF  THE  BATTLE. 


12^ 


I. 


% 


5 


W- 


3 


tell        -       ing       of       the    bat      -      tie,  Let    your    fev 

said  my      dear  ■  est  broth     •      er,  I     should  nev 

vie       -        fry     crown    our   ban    -      ner?        Did     you    put 


er'd  fore  •  head  rest, 
er  see  a  •  gain. 
the      foe       to    flight? 


i 


n^- 


— f— H 7 h 


■^— ^^— =! 


mm 


i  ii  it 

w  -w-   -m-   -r  w 


s>- 


m 


Chorus, 

1ST  TENOR 


^       P        •        P       P^- 


-•f 'yi '^ '^ 1^ ^. 


E ^=^dd       I  — k,_k_LEi=[:zi: 


2D   TENOK. 


O     tell  me    of    the       bat  -   tie,     How  the        sol  -  diers  fought  and       fell, 


m-- 


-t: 


^=P=#=P=p: 


{-; ^- 


V— V — ^ — ^ — k 


A— N 


Si 


-N- — Nr 


i=i 


Broth-er,    tell 

IST   BASS. 


me     of       the    bat  -  tie,     How     the    sol    ■   diers  fought  and      fell, 


■^^. 


It: 


O      tell  me    of    the       bat  -   tie.     How  the        sol  -  diers  fought  and       fell, 


^M 


:^=:t^=1'^=:^=:^=rf=l: 


N— N-r 


^    d    d    d    d 


I       I 


-m — #- 


A— A- 


%^\- 


S=i: 


p    p    m    p^jL 


-^ — ^ — /- 


t=t=t 


r: 


Yes,    of    the    wea-  ry      march  -  es, 


:^=^E=p=P=?E=«: 


V — > — y — ^ — i/- 


l=i=irmz: 


Repfat  pp. 


-io-w- 


lis  -  ten      well. 


?=i=Ei=i=ife=^ 


V — -^-d-^-T^ 


Tell      me    of 


the    wea  -   ry  march  -  es,       She     who  loves        will  lis  -  ten      well. 


% 


:l]?3=:t 


V— 


S 


P      P      9- 


"-#    .       ^      ^      I 


^ 


^-^— ^ 


SB 


Yes,    of     the    wea-  ry      march  -  es. 


lis  -  ten      well. 


m^ 


-d-J- 


ituMi 


^^t-^ 


i=i=,iri^-ESFg. 


^-^^g^fl 
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Hail  Comrades  uear. 


Moderaio. 


G.  A.  R.  SONG. 


*  Written  and  Composed  by  Comrade  A.  S.  Hudson. 


iNzqziq: 


-.It 


:S=z^h^ 


1 .  I  look 

2.  When  -  e're 

3.  We        talk 

4.  Oh        may 


with  won  -  der 
I     meet       a 
of  friend-  ship 
my   love     still 


and 
coat 
true 
warm 


with 
of 
and 


pride, 

blue, 

great, 

grow, 


At 
With 
And 
And 


free 
but 
of 
not 


dom  and  her 

tons  gold  or 

it's  mag  •   ic 

one      vir  •    ture 


^=«=i=3 


3 


a  -     cross  the  plain, 

er          let  them  pass 

of          F.  C.  L. 

to        save  the  flag. 


Of  fif     -      ty  mil  -      lion 

For  'neath  that  coat         there 

'Twas  born        in  con  -      flict 

And  when  they  gent    -      tly 


Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  A.  S.  Hudson. 
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HAIL    COMRADES    DEAR. 


13^ 


Hail     com  -  rades  dear,        who  fought      for  right, 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 

^— I t>,-i- — V- 


On  land         and     o    -     v^r 


sea, , 


m 

# 


Jd^E^^E^ 


:^- 


«— •- 


-0 — 0- 


J±«ziizit:3: 


~-^f=--i 


Long    may         our  r.o  -  ble  ban  -  ner  wave,  long   wave,    And     ne'er     dis   -  hon    -    or'd      be. 
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WE'RE  ^rENTINO  ON  ThE  OlD   CaMP  GROUND. 


Moderoi-'*  con  expressione. 


M'ords  and  Music  by  J.  W.  TURNER. 


feg 


0 0- 


9_^ 

We're   tent  -  ing      on 
We're  tent  -  ing      on 


-^ 


:Mzziz 


N—PS, 


H 


the     Old    Catnp  Ground,     Our  hearts 
the     Old    Camp  Ground,,    From    it 


are  light  and  joy  -  ouy 
we  soon  may  have  to 


St 


9ifel 


'Mzr'w^\-^ 


^. 


-* — ^- 
#- 


HJEt^SEi 


:i: 


;^=^=^^ 


V* 


#- 


V~* 


hap     -    -    -     py  times  we've  had  to-geth-er. 
nev     -     -    -     er     can    for  -  get    it.    nev-erl 

)^ 


0' 

The 
In 


dear 
liap 


old 

py 


spot, 
days. 


has 


*-»■ 


9^i^?^fc 


1=^ 


^^ 


1-# ^ \-0 


iz= 


=1: 


:«■ 


::1- 


t: 


N.^ 

~0 


:iiE 


— V — V — ^ — V- 


That       gives 
We've        miu 


the       sol   -   dier      joy       and 
gled       oft    with     one        an- 


\m-^^ 


WE'RE   TENTING    ON    THE    OLD    CAMP  GROUND 


133 
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Chorus. 

1st  and  2d  tenor. 


±=t=: 


1.  We're  tent  -  inj 

2.  We're   tent  -  inj 


to  -  day       on    the       Old   Camp  Ground,  Our    hearts      are    liijht  and 
to  -  day       on    the       Old    Camp  Ground,  Our    hearts      are    light  and 


1st  and  2d  bass. 


-• — #- 


:t=^ 


-1 — 


-• — p- 

-I — f— 


joy-ous 
joy- ous 


eT-er;         We  think  of  home,  we  talk  of  friends,  And  hap- py  times  we've  had  to-geth-er 
ev-er;         We  think  of  home,  we   talk  of  friends.Old  Camp  thou  art  the     sol-diers  treasure. 


p=. 1 — ~m — m — m i .-'-I b; — ^ — \-=) ug_..,— l, I  ^ 


^—^—^ ^-i^— i^- 
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Little   Major. 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 


1,  At     his    post, 

2,  There  are  none 

3,  Now  the     lights 

4,  See!  the  moon 


the  "Lit -tie     Ma      -  jor" 

to  hear     or     help  him — 

are  flash  -  ing  round  him, 

that  shone  a-bove  him, 
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dropp'dhis  drum, 
Ali     his  friends 
And     he    hears 
Veils  her  face 
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that  bat-  tie 

were  ear  -  ly 

a     loy  -  al 

as      if       in 
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day; 

fled, 
word, 
grief; 


on  the  grass. 
Save  the  forms, 
Stran  -  gers  they, 
And       the  skies 
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All  stain'd  with    crlm    -    son. 

Out  -  stretch'd  a-round      him, 

whose    lips      pro-nounce         it, 

are       sad  -    ly     weep    -     ing 


^=^zzi 


a^5i^:i=^ 


:S^: 


Jtz^z: 


g 


bat  -  tie  night 

dy-ing    and 

trusts  his  voice 

tear-drops  of 


he 
the 


lay— 
dead, 
heard. 

lief. 


Cry-ing"Oh!  for    love    of       Je   -    sus.      Grant    me 

Hush— they  come!  there  falls     a     foot  -  step!      How    it 

It  is  heard—  Oh,  God  for -give  them!  They  re- 
Yet     to     die,  by  friends  for- sak   -  en.       With   his 
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but 

makes 

fuse 

last 
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this  lit  -  tie 
his  heart  re 
his  dy  -  ing 
re  -  quest     de 


boon! 
joice! 
pniy'r! 
Died — 


Can  you, 
They  will 
"Noth-iiig 
This      he 


friend, 
help, 
but 
felt 
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re  -  fuse  me 
Oh.       they    will 

a  wound  -ed 
his     keen   -  est 


1st   AXD   2n   TEKOR. 


Cry.   ing,         "Oh!        for     love       of  Je    -       sus,       Grant    me 

1st  and  2d  bass. 
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Can     you,  friend,     re  -  fuse  me       wa    -   ter?    Can  you     when       I     die    so       soon?" 
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Volunteer's  Farewell^ 


iranslaieu  iTom  the  German,  by 
L.  C.  ELSON^. 
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poco  riten. 
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Hark!     trum-pets  far      off      sound  -  ing,     And     war  -  rior's  steeds  are  bound  -  ing, 

Take       uow  tliis  wreath  of     flow  -  ers,   Plucked  from   our  gar   -  den     bow  -  ers, 

I'll      think    of  thee   with    long -ing,    While      foe  -  men  round   me  throng  -  ing, 


May 
Where 
While 


1st  and  2d  bass. 
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Orescendo  e  poco  accel.    al 


T^i 


I       once  more  em  -  hrac  -  ing, 

oft         I     was      re    -    clin  -  ing 

sword  and  lance    are    gleam-ing. 

cres.  .  . 
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With     kiss      thy  tears      ef  -    fac  -   ing? 

Thy     fai    -    ry  form       en  -  twin  -  ing, 

While    mv     life's  blood     is  stream -ing. 
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Fare    - 
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P. 


T—r 


tranquillo  e  molto  espress. 


-  »     well,   fare-  well,  mv      own    true  love.    Farewell,  fare-well,  my    own     true  love. 
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Hymn  for  a  Dead  Comrade. 


Jflf  Andantino. 
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I.    O,  com  -  rade,    we  mourn  for  thee,       Flows    the      si  -  lent  tear,     And    oft,    'mid  scenes    of 
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2.    O,  com  -  rade,  we'll  think    of  thee.  As       the  years    go      by,     With  love    and   sweet  -  est 
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mirth    and      joy,  We'll  miss  thee,  com  -  rade    dear!         For  thou     wert  al  •  ways  faith  -  fui,    And 
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thou     wert  kind  and  brave,     And  lov'd    ones  will  place  sweet  flow'rs      On      thy    qui  -  et     grave! 
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storms      of     life    are     o'er;      Fare-well,     com-rade  kind    and    true.       Rest      for     ev  -  er  -  more! 
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I.  Gov  -  cr   them    o  -  ver  with  beau- ti  •  ful  flow'rs,     Deck  them  with  garlands,  those  brothers  of  ours, 
Alto. 
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Ly  -  ing    so    si  •  lent    by  night  and    by  day,         Sleeping    the  years  of  their  manhood    a  •  way, 
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Lips  that  are    si  •  lent  and    bo- soms  all  cold,     Hearts  tried  and  true  rest- ing  now    in    the  mould. 
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Give    them      the  chap  -  lets      they 
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lost     with     their        life; 


s 


Cov    .  er    them      o  -  ver,      yes,      cov  -   er      them      o    •   ver, 
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Par-ents      and  broth-er        and     husband      and    lov  -  er,  Shrine       in   your  hearts   these    dead 
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he  -  roes       of     ours,        And     cov   -   er      them 
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ver      with    beau  •    ti    -    ful     flow'rs! 
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he  •  roes       of      ours^        And     cov   -   er      them        o    -    ver      with    beau  •    li    •     ful     flow'rs : 
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To-day  This  Hallowed  Place  AVe  Seek. 


J.   R.  Murray. 


1.  A  •  gain Spring's  soft green  robe is      spread. 

2.  To  -  day this      hal  •  low'd    place we      seek, . . 

ALTO. 


Where 
And 


I.      A- gain,       a  -  gain  Spring's  soft  green  robe,  Spring's  soft  green  robe    is  spread,  is  spread,  Wher* 

TENOR. 
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2.     To-  day,       to  -  day      this    hal-  low'd  place,  This  hal-  low'd  place    we  seek,    we  seek        And 
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on their  grate 

back ward   turn 
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on,   where  on      their    grate  -  ful  coun  -  try's  breast,    their  grate  •  ful      coun  -  try's   breast,  The 
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grate  -  ful,  grate  •  ful      lov    -   ing   words  we     speak,  while  lov    •    ing    words       we  speak,    For 
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TO-DAY  THIS  HALLOWED  PLACE  WE  SEEK. 
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is         dust, in       peace 

their      liie and      death . 
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ful       re-^t 

have  wrought. 
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Sleep  Sacred  Dust  of  Noble  Dead. 
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I.     O  brothers,  while  with  ten  -  der   grief  Our  fall  -  ing  tears      be  •  ucw     your  grave, 
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2,     In    patriot   hues  we  write   a   -  new  Our  pledge  of   gra  -    ti    -    tude     and    love; 
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With  smiling    bud 


and  bloom  and  leaf, 
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^—Pz^^W^-f^ 


L_V- 


V    )>     1^— ^n^-^ 


W~  P    ^    0 


^=^ 


S^ 


JP 


f- 


/^    i^^    -Oi 


:^  /  /tn/? 


:^*k  ,— ^— ^  '     iv    !     r    r   -r — ^ — b' — ^-b — ^ 1 F    P'T  4—-—^-  -4— 


Shall  no  word  of  praise  or  blame  Reach  and  stir  your  hearts  again?  Still  we  call ;    but,  cares  for  -  got,    Ye 

<T\  r>^  /r\  />7\ 


^^3E^^^m 


y-V— ^/-V- 


-^ — #- 


^^^ 


^ 


3tn# 


#-T-# 


pEsil^S 


/rs  /?N  ^r\ 


/TV 


^*-^ 


iibi*t 


r^,  /Ts  /tn 


f^p^ 


^3e£^S5eS 


-P^JL 


a<2  Ji6. 


a  tempo. 


s 


^^ 


-#-^^ 


:^      /?N 


i^— ^ 


Life  with   all    its  cares  for-got.  Rest,comrad  »s,rest,  Crv  wn'd  with  wreaths  of    ro 


/?>     /r\ 


2=B-Lh 1 1 '^- 


f-f—^l 


i^ 


f--p 


V U'      l*      1^ 


ss 


slum-ber    on  and      an-swer  not. 


P 


comrades,  rest,  Crown'd  with  wreaths  of    ro  .  ses. 


t^l2: 


3  »    e_ 


-^^^^^"-^^ 


^z=z] 


^53 


tut 


-K- — ^— js,- 


^}=>=i: 


mA 


Rest,  comrrides,rest, 


&. 


ss 


^ 


^^^ 


f=r 


4, 


T 


-/Ts— /Tn- 


:«i 


-H — :2r-* — ^ 


SJl 


1^ 


^^=^r=F 
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A  Tear  for  the  Comrade  Thats  Gone. 


Word  by  Capt.  Thomas  F.  Winthrop. 

1ST  TENOR. 


Music  by  James  R.  Murray. 


gN^:^ 


^^—M-'  m-ftJ^rrngir^ 


V — ■^- 


it 


V— V- 


I.     With   garlands    of    ro  -  ses,  with  hearts  full  of    love,      In    fond -est     remembrance  we  come, 

2D   TENOR. 

-N — ^-1 N — Nr 


^^^^^^r^-^-- 


2.     The      ro  -  ses   may  come  in     the  gar  -  den     of  home,  And      sum-mer   will  glad-en     the  earth, 

1ST    BASS.  _     .A 


S-!i*?lsi^s^ 


:^-=^=^=b 


! Ir^ ^—\ ]^ ^- 


3.     To  -  geth  •  er     we  stood  in     the  thick    of    the  fray,     To   -  geth  -  er  we've  stem'd  the  red  tide; 

2D    BASS. 


if?iilaE^l@=i^=i 


#  .^rwz^Ei:^ 


V— >- 


V— ^-l:. 


zrwr^^j. 


To   the     Cit  -  y      of    Si-lence,  the     land     of    the  dead,     Far,    far   from  the  world's  bu-sy  hum 


:i2=± 


i:: 


t^ 


>— ^- 


m ,  ^r     — I 


^^. 


But  the  forms  of    our  lov'd  o^ics,  ah,  nev  -  er  may  come.     To    cheer  up    our  des  -  o  -  late  hearth. 


5-# 


±^: 


-g— l^-L-j 


EE2d 


^Sl^d" 


He   was  true     to     the  laws  he    had    sworn  to      o  -  bey.  For  the  flag     of    his  love,  he     has  died. 


-t^— ^ 


-^- 


^ 


-  —  h~^-F-F=^-s5^ — h— ^-Fi — ^-i 


i^— i^- 


To    strew  o'er  the  lov'd  forms  that  rest  'neath  the  rod,       These  blos-soms    as  fair    as    the  dawn; 

X— ^^ N- 


gS 


->- 


The    wild  wailing  Northwind  the  snow  wreath  may  sweet,  And  the  Autumn  leaf  with-er    and   sere. 


<-($i^= ' 


^1^ 


r^^— l»-^»»^P^ 


-i^ 


y::: 


f^,=f=r- 


1^-- 


V-^- 


-V— ^- 


-t^- 


No     more  shall  our    bu-gle    his  brave  heart  cheer  on.      Or   re-  veil  -  le      a-wake  him    at  dawn; 


irzi^^z 


V— K^ 


-^— ^ 


-m — #-.  #- 


>-# 


—#- 


^^ 


t 


Entered  according  t»  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXX,  by  Root  &  Cadv,  in  the  Distria  Court  of  the  Urited  States  for 

the  Northern  District  of  Illinois. 
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^^i 


m 


With  a    side    for  the  heart  that  muit  pass 'neath  the  rod,   And  a  tear   for    the  comrade  that's  gone. 


^ 


±: 


^^ 


:U= 


For  they  can  -  not  dis-turb     our        brave    he-roe's  sleep,     The  com-rade  we  mourn  witha    tear. 


I.'^I^ 


i9:^;^P3t^ 


±^: 


^—^ 


.0 ^_._|^_^ y j/_  -L     I        ., 


'^1 


0-0- 


-^- 


:t 


#_#_ 


-^-r^^ 


^_^. 


V— ^ 


^- 


Let    us    give    as     a    trib-  ute,    the      sol-dier's  last  boon,     A      tear  for    the  comrade  that's  gone. 


Chorus, 

12 


:s: 


_ff_^-::p: 


:-V-U=t=tt^=:?i 


Rest, 

:i?:^z:1=:^vzivzq: 


rest, 


Dust     to     the  dust,    the     soul    with  the  blest ; 


^— #      ^        ^ 


-v — \ — ^— i-n-' 


^— ^ 


:^; 


-N— 4=\- 


# — # — 0- 


:t=i 


^— N- 


Rest  from  the    war-fare,     rest,    he-  roes  rest ;      Dust    to     the  dust,    the    soul   with  the  blest ; 


^l 


-0 — 0 — 0- 


V— t^- 


±1 


V — ^- 


:ir__^__^_ 


-/■ ^^- 


:4 


1- 


-<5> • 


t=±=lilZZ^_=L 


I ^— ^- 


Rest  from  the    war-fare,     rest,    he-roes    rest;      Dust    to    the  du&t,    the    soul   with  the  blest; 


-V — ^- 


N     N 


-I- 


-i^ — 1^— ^— ^-T-^— H — p~i-  '--^F^  — #—# 


i^izzd 


g^ 


.._(^_ 


Rest, 


rest, 


-0 — 0^0 — m- 

Dear  •  est    and  bra^e-  est    and  best- 


"il^ll 


g^ 


t^=]=Xi=l: 


-ii—ii- 


Rest      ev  •  er  -  last  -  ing,     rest,      sol-diers,  rest ;        Dear  •  est    and  brave-  est    and  best. 


"m 


UL  "J 


_f»_#_^ 


M — /- 


?=P==^^-=F^-1= 


z=t=:^=^±t: 


II 


Rest      ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing,     rest,      sol-diers,  rest ;        Dear  •  est    and  brave-  est    and  best 


gg^^ 


S^?-fc: 


4    4    rj- 


\9-s_^-^__^^0±:iX=^\\  j 


Z48 


-The  Old  Cabin  Home. 


T.  Paine. 


<^^s-» 


K 


7» 


9ifce=l 


t±t 


mm 


3L-5L-T^ 


^^ 


-0 0     \  # #- 


-j*-_  J.^ 


-<$^ 


-#— #-wi- 


#- — #^ 


±: 


_^_^-:tvz:^ziV=1=zzi-z:^: 


3Lzazzaiizzt 


I.     I     am     go  -   ing     far      a »  way,     far      a  -  way    to   leave  you   now,       To    the 


'j^-»-^#  V  *     >- 


y — g 


# — #- 


,§ife^z^ 


/- 


~f    #~i»~       •  g  f 


iiz=i=t 


1 


"•    f  — ^ — #  f!  S- 


:iz=r-r 


^=^:^::^ 


t^ — b^ 


:l=:^ 


— N 


-V — s~v — v 


'd— 0    0    wS -g- 


Mis  •  sis-  sip   •  pi    riv   -  er     I      am    go  •  ing, 


I     will    take     my  old    ban  -  jo,     And   I'll 


'^IZiT 


5^5^ 


^-iT 


-0      0      01 


-0  0  0  0' 


-M.M.9LJLr 


■0-     -0-     -0-  ■#•  1 


— N- 


--% 


-'— N- 


?^^ 


Entered  accordion?  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  MDCCCLVII,  by  Henry  Tolman,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  District  Coort 

of  Massachusetts. 
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Chorus^ 

1st  and  2d  Tenor. 


t=^ 


-^Sr 


t^ 


i=s±:=j±^ 


Here      is    my    Old     Cab  -  in     Home, o       Here       is    my    sis  •  ter  a«d    my    brother, 

I 
Air  in  ist  Bass. 


II 


Here  lies  my  wife, 


the    j  Dy     of    my    life,  And  my  child  in    the  grave  with  its     mother. 

- -       ^-       N- 


V- 


■V— »- 


ill 


2  I  am  going  to  leave  this  land 
With  this  our  darkey  band, 

To  travel  all  the  wide  world  over, 
And  when  I  get  tired 
I  will  settle  down  to  rest, 

Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Homo 


3  AVhen  old  age  comes  on  us, 
And  my  hair  is  turning  gray, 

I  will  hang  up  the  banjo  all  alone; 
I'll  set  down  by  the  fire, 
And  I'll  pass  the  time  away, 

Awav  down  in  mv  Old  Cabin  Home. 


4  'Tis  there  where  I  roam. 
Away  down  on  the  old  farm. 

Where  all  the  darkeys  am  free; 
O  merrily  sound  the  banjo 
For  de  white  folks  round  de  room, 

Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home. 


ISO 


Wake  Nicodemus! 


Words  and  Music  by  HsNRY  C  Work. 


i.  Nic  -  o  -  de  -  muF,  the  slave,  was   of     Af  •   ri  -  can  birth,  And  was  bought  for    a    bag  -  ful     of 

2.  He    was  known  as     a   pro-phet — at    least    was    as  wise — For    he   told      of    the    bat  •  ties    to 

3.  Nic  •  o  •  de  -  mus  was  nev  -  er     the   spnrt     of     the  lash,    Tho'  the  bul  •  let    has   oft  cross'd  his 

4.  'Twas  a    long  wea-ry  night — we  were    al  •  most  in  fear    That   the    fu  •  ture  was  more  than  he 


(i 


y 


zi: 


pSi 


± 


± 


J- 


^2: 


± 


^=i 


i=q: 


-> — 


-iS^  ° 


m 


r N- 


^^- 


gold  ; 
come  ; 
path  ; 
knew  ; 


He      was    rec  ■    on'c      j-s    part        of       the    salt         of  the  earth. 

And      we    trem  •  bled   with  dread  when    he    roU'd      up  his  eyes, 

There  were  none       of      bis    mas  -  ters      so     brave      or  so   rash, 

'Twas    a    long       wea  -  ry    night — but    the   morn  •  ing  is    near, 


P 


**: 


is: 


died     years     a  -  go,        ver  -   y     old. 

heed  -  ed      the  shake      of  his  thumb. 

face      such      a    man        in  his  wrath, 

words    of      our  pi  op  -  het  are    true. 


-/-  -^- 


:t=\ 


'Twas  his     last  sad      re-  quest —   so  we 

Tho'  he  cloth'd  us     with  fear,      yet  the 

Yet  his  great  heart   with  kind  •  ness  was 

There  are   signs  in      the    sky      that  the 


^i^^g^i^: 


is: 


i=^ 


-&- 
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WAKE     NICODExMUS ! 


^5» 


laid       him      a  -  way        In      the  trunk      of       an     old 

gar  -  ments  he    wore    Were     in  pat'th  -  es       zt      e! 

fill'd        io       th-e  brim —  He       o  -  bey'd    who  was:  born 

dark  -  ness     is    gone — There  are  to    -    kens     in     end 


htl  -  low    tree, 
bow   and  knee  ; 

to     com-mand  ; 
less     ar    -  ray  ; 


"Wake    me 
And     he 
But     he 
While  the 


u 


up!"  was  his  charge,  "at  the  first   break  of  day,  Wake  me   up      for   the  great    Ju  -  bi    -  leel" 
still  wears  the  suit     that  he    used      to      of  yore,    As      he  sleeps  in     the  old     bol-low     tree, 
long'd  for   the  morn-ing  which  then  wa^    so  dim,    For   the  morn-ing  which  now  is      at      hand, 
storm  which  had  seeming-  ly     ban  -  ish'd  the  dawn,  On  -  ly    hast-  ens     the  ad  -  vent    of      day. 


mm 


:i: 


^3= 


i— :i:: 


~l 


t-=1- 


-« — i 


izrz 


rt 


ist 


=1: 


Chortis. 

|L     i«    1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 

-^^  ^v — vH — 1~ 


-1^— 


~N^- 


+fi 


— \- 


1 


9- 


The  "Good  Time  Com-ing"      is      al    -  most   here  ! 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 


-^v- 


s^s 


5^- 

It      was  long,    long,    long       on       the 


V-L 


&L 


Pt 

'^ 


h^= 


4^t 


n-J- 

lit 


%^ 


^^ ^-3 


run    and   tell    E  -  li    -    jah     to     hur  -  ty     up     Pomp,  And 


V — ^ — \r 


B 


jd-=ji 


V-  in 


:?z:f— •: 


-^^  -4 


E|l 


mee'i 


s      at     the  gum-tree     down     in     the  swamp,  To      wake     Nic  -  o  -  de   -    mus    to  -  daj 


Ii—l±% 


fifefl 


V— ^-' 


15^ 


Poor  Old  Slave. 


G.  W.  H.  Griffin. 


Legato. 

A 

\ — 

'fi^  a     m 

— 1 — 

p  r 

— 0- 

T^-'^T^ 

— ^ 

#~' 

— #— 

^^^ 

E1S__^ 

■■# 

— ^ — 

— — 

J —     1 — ^ 

1 

V 

— t^ 

L          u 

1.  'Tis      just         one  year  a  •    go  to-day,       That     I  re- mem    •   ber      well, 

2.  She      took         my  arm,         we  walk'd       a  -  long,         In  -  to  an      o    ■     pen      field, 

3.  But      since       that  time      how  things    have  chang'd,  Poor  Nelly  that  was        my      bride, 


i 


:#    in 


V— /-I 


V- 


I  sat      down  by         poor  Nel-  ly's        side,       And    a       sto     -      ty    she       did      tell. 

And      there      she  paus'd       to  breathe  a   -    while,         Then        to  his  grave      did     steal. 

Is        laid         be-  neath      the    cold  grave      sod,       With  her    fath     -     er    by        her      side. 


i 


a"; 


'Twas   "bout  a       poor  un   •   hap  -    py  slave,  That    liv'd   for    ma   =   ny  a 

She       sat  down      by  that       lit    -    tie  mound,         And      soft      -      ly       whis    •    per'd 

I       plant     •      ed      there  up   -    on      her         grave,  The     weep     -     ing      wil     -     low 


Entered  •ccordin'j  to  act  of  Congresi  in  the  year  MDCCCLXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons,  in  the  Clerk's  Of5.-e  of  the  Itistrict 
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rrv 


rr> 


year ;  But      now     he's  dead,    and     in        his  grave,    No    mas  -    ter  does       he      fear, 

there  ;  Come      to       me,  fath    -  er,     'tis        thy  child,  Then  gen   •  tly  drop'd     a        tear, 

tree ;  I      bath'd     its  roots     wiih  many     a    tear,    That     it      might  ^el  -  ter       me. 


Chorus, 

1ST   TENOR. 


f t^-t^ \f>- 


>--- 


The     poor        old  slave        has      gone        to     raet,       We     know      that    he  is 

2D    TENOR. 


free, 


^=W 


gM;; •-+H ^— h— ^- 


;=S 


#-^ 


^ 


The    poor 

2D   BASS. 

— \- 


V — V 


X=p: 


::=E^=P^^T=^^^^^^ 


old  slave        has      gone        to    rest,       We    know      that    he 


:1: 


jt=jt 


At 


3^^:&;3 


free, 


_■/_.., 


ipzqr 


-# — #- 


V ^- 


£ 


i^::zt: 


T=¥ 


L /_i. 


-«— «- 


^ 


v-i-;/- 


^— # 


^EE^:i 


-¥—^ 


.->! 


/Tn 


±=t 


in 


Dis  •  turb        him    not        but      let    h. ti        rest,     'Way   down        in    Ten     -     na    -     see. 


5e=3 


i^ll 


:^t± hill 


Dis  -  turb        him    not        but      let    him        rest,     'Way  down        in    Ten     -     na    -    see. 


s^Pis^iii 
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\Vho  V/ill  Care  for  Mother  Now? 


Arr.  by  C.  F.  Thompson. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  C.  Sawyer 


During  one  of  our  late  battles,  among  many  other  noble  fellows  that  fell,  was  a  young  man  who  had  been  the  on- 
ly support  of  an  aged  and  sick  mother  for  years.  Hearing  the  surgeon  tell  those  who  were  near  him  that  he  could 
not  live,  he  placed  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  and  with  a  trembling  voice  said,  while  burning  tears  ran  down  his 
fevered  cheeks.  "Who  will  care  for  mother  now  ?" 


With  erpression. 

-biT ^ 

-9-^ 1 # 


-Ov 


Tell 

AVho 

I 


^---r=i-- 


m: 


V- 


i& 


vzizc: 


me,  comrades,     is      this  death  ?  Ah  ! 

will  whis- per  words   of    cheer?  E 

will  like       a       sol-dier    die.  Soon 


how  well  1  know  jour  an 
ven  now  I  think  I  see 
with    an  -  gels     I'll     be       march 
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^55 


'^ 


my  fate  I  meek  -  ]y  bow,, 
ing,  pray- ing  for  me!  how., 
bright    lau  -  rels    on     my      brow,. 


If 

Can 
I 


^ 


# 


-?— 


s= 


you'll 

I 
have 


ti: 


-(5S- 


-2^ 


on  -  ly     tell   me     tru  -  ly.  Who 

leave  her    in    her     an         -         guish?  Who 

for  my    country     fall         -  en.  Who 


•will  care  for  moth-er  now?, 
will  care  for  moth-er  now?, 
will  care  for  moth-er      now?. 


Chorus, 


Soon  with   an-gels   I'll    be     march 


ing. 


With  bright  laurels  on  my    brow, . 


-h-m-, 


-V- 


:=!; 


have  for  my  country    fall 


■ ■ 1 hr— ' -. H, ^. VzJ- 


^•^ 


X- 


^zzjft: 


Who    will  care  for  moth-er 


mw 


now?. 


y^  ^ 
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'Weeping,  Sad  and  Lonely;" 


'WHEN    THIS    CRUEL    WAR    IS    OVER. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  C.  Sawyer. 


Moderato  e  cantabile. 


Tr-«i— * 


1 ^_^_,^_«_^  ^ 

1.  Dear  -    est  love   do   yon    re    =  mem  ~    foer, 

2.  When      the  summer  breeze  is  sigh    -  ing 

3.  If             a  -  mid  the   din     of  bat    -    tie 

4.  But         our  coun-try  call'd  you,  dar  -  ling, 


-9 F F- 

:(==E=t:: 


:^ir. 


When    we       last    did      meet, 
Mourn  -  f  ul  -  ly  a  -  long ; 

No  -  bly     you   should  fall, 
An  -  gels  cheer  your    way  ; 


■h- 


■f-       ■»-       TT 


(Igi 


i3--i 


=fe 


:^=d: 


r 


3=d; 


*:^-^H 


3 


i^- 


T^ 


-* ^^#^ 


^5! 


EE; 


:?=e=ir 


-y- 


-i^-g- 


§ 


How  you  told   me  that  you  lov'd  me, 

Or  wlien  autumn  leaves  are  fall  -  ing, 

Far  a-way  from  those  who  love  you, 

While  our  nation's  sons  are  tight  -  ing. 


^---x 


Kneel-ing     at      my  feet  ? 

Sad  -  ly  breathes  the  song. 

None    to     hear  you  call — 

We     can     on  -   ly  pray. 


-9^    -^    ir 


4. 


d: 


l^-TH^i 


^ 


li— i— i- 


3i?=3 


-iSi- 


-jS-^- 
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^_^ 


Oh!    how  proud  you  stood  be    -  fore        me 

Oft       in  dreams  I    see  thee  ly    -    ing 

Who  would  whisper  words  of  com  -  fort, 

No  -  blv  strike  for  God    and  lib  -  er-ty, 


jii!L 


-#~^ 


rE: 


=^- 


-H^ 


In        your  suit        of  blue,.. 

On         the  bat    -    tie  plain,. 

Who  would  soothe  your  pain?., 

Let         all     na  -  tions  see,.... 


When  you  vow'd  to    me   and  coun  -  try 

Lone  -    ly,  wounded,  e  -  ven  dy  -  ing. 

Ah !  the  ma  -  ny     cru  -  el  fan  -  cies 

How  we  love   the   star  -  ry  ban  -  ner, 


Ev  -  er  to    be  true. 

Call-ing,  but    in  vain. 

Ev  -  er  in    My  brain. 

Em-blem  of    the  free. 
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Weeping,      sad      and      lone      -     ly, 
1st  and  2nd  Bass. 
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Pray  -  ing  that  we  meet  a  -gain. 
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rush      of     the    riv  -  er,  While  soft      falls  the  dew    on     the     face     of      the     dead.      Omit.    . 
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ri   -    fle- man    hid     in      the  Ihick-et.     'Tis    nothing,        a       pri-  vate    or    two    now   and 
light     of    the  watch  fires  are  gleaming ;    A      trem-u   -  lous    sign,    as    the    gen  -  tie   night 
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ri  -  fle,         "Ha!  Ma   -  ry,  goodbye,"     And  the 'life  -  blood  was   eb  -  bing  and   plashing. 
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ALBUM    COMIQUE.— Those  desiring:  good  humorous  songs  (both  old  and  new)  should  not  fail  to  send 
lor  a  copy.     It  is  embellished  with  a  title  page  wliich  will  surely  "take." 

ALBUM    OF    SACRED     MUSIC— Adapted   for  use  in   the  church  choir  or  home  cirtle.      Finest 
coileAion  of  music  published  for  young  organists  and  choir  leaders. 

BRAINARD'S  INSTR.  /^  I  I  I  T  A  R  FOLIO.)  Wr  have  spared  neither  pains  or  expense  in 
RAINARD'S  VOCAL  vJ  W  I  I  rMi  FOLIO- [getting  up  these  two  superb  publications. 
Tlieir  contents  comprise  the  very  latest  popular  music,  carefully  arranged  by  one  of  America's  best  guitarists. 
Their  title  covers  are  adapted  from  two  famous  French  paintings. 

BRAINARD'S   VOCAL    DUET    FOLIO.— A  choice  collection  of  American  nnd  Foreiarn  duets,  many 
of  which  are  entirely  new;   none  of  which  will  be  found  in  similar  books.     Carefull\-  revised  by  an  ex- 
perienced vocal  teacher.     Hand.some  cover.     Any  one  of  the  collection  is  worth  the  price  asked  lor  the  book. 

CLASSIC    BOUQUET.— We  cannot  too  earnestly  recommend  this  work,  especially  to  young  pianists 
and  students.     No  such  collection  has  ever  before  been  offered  at  such  a  low  price. 

OLDEN    CF50RD.— The   most  popular  book  ever  published,  containing  over  200  selections  of  choice 
piano  music,  and  now  offered  for  the  first  time  in  folio  lorm. 

'OLDEN    CIRCLE. — .V  companion  book  to,  and  containing  over  200  .selections  of  different  pieces  than 
I     found  in  "Golden  Chord,"  and  now  offcied  for  the  first  tin.e  in  folio  form. 

Lovers  of   music    will   welcome  this   new 
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OLDEN    DAYS.— A  new  >)rok  of  choice   piano    pieces, 
collection 

OLDEN    HOURS.— A  C0'>tction  of  instrumental  music,  brilliant  and  attractive,  and  within  the  capacity 
ot  pianists  of  moderate  ability.     It  is  sure  to  please  you. 

HAMILTON'S    BANJO    FOLIO.— A  splendid  collection  of  banjo  music,  suitable  (or  atnateur  or  artist, 
arranged  for  banjo  .'•oto,   for  two  banjos,  for  one  or  two  banjos  with  piano  accompaniment.     Full  sheet 
niu\ic  size.     The  onU-  book  of  the  kind  published. 

IDEAL  GEMS  OF  ENGLISH  SONG.— Standard  favorites  from  the  best  English  writers.  Most 
I     complete  book  of  its  hind  published. 

KINKEL'S    FOLIO,    No.    1.)      Two  books  of  easy  pieces  for  young  players.     A  rare  collection  of  bright 
INKEL'S    FOLIO,    No.  2.  J  gems,  especially  recommended  to  teachers.     No  better  books  for  pupils 
^ould  be  obtiiined. 

USICAL    CHATTERBOX,    No.    1.)      These  beautiful  books  are  wkhout  doubt  the  most  popular 
'USICAL    CHATTERBOX,    No.  2. 1  collection  of  medium  and  eas^- grade  ot  vocal  and  instrumen- 
tal music.     Eucli  book  contains  eight  beautiful  illustrations  which  will  delight  tl>e  young  folks. 

IV/IUSICAL  EVENINGS. — New  music  for  violin  and  piano  or  flute  and  piano.  This  elegant  Ixxik  will 
IVI  be  received  with  delight  bv  violinists.  It  is  pr^-eminently  the  book  for  amateurs,  cotitaining  much  of 
the  best  music  so  arranged  as  to  be  neither  too  difficult  nor  too  simple.  The  book  is  selling  rapidly  and  supplies 
the  demand  exactly.     Complete  book,  50  cts.;  extra  part  for  violin  or  flute,  35  cts. 

PARLOR    BOUQUET.— Companion  to  -'Song  Bouquet."      Contains   Instrumental   tnusic  of  different 
grades  of  difficulty.     Great  favorite.     224  page.s  full  sheet  music  size. 

ARLOR    DANCE    FOLIO.— Will  be  hailed  with  delight  by  private  dance  parties.    Contains  a  choice 
collection  of  the  latest  dances,  also  the  German,  quadrilles  \vith  calls,  etc. 

PIANO    TREASURES.— One  of  the   finest  collections  o4  instrumental   music  by   the  best  writers  of 
Europe  and  .\nierica  that  has  ever  been  issued  in  this  country. 

PRIMA    DONNA    ALBUM.— New  and  elegant  songs  by  the  best  composers  of  mod?rn  times.    Should 
grace  the  library  of  every  singer  in  the  land. 

QUEEN    OF   THE   WALTZ.— In  this  elegant  book  we  offer  a  collection  of  waltzes  by  the  best  writers, 
aiid  none  of  them  too  difficult  lor  players  of  medium  ability.     There  are  also  some  easy  waltzes  for  little 
players.     No  lover  of  dance  music  can  afford  to  be   vithout  a  copy  of  this  book. 

REED    ORGAN    AT    HOME.— Bright    merry,  pleasing  music  that  cau  be  played  upon  r.  five  octave 
organ,  and  not  diflicult.     This  Ixwk  is  beaulifull'y  primed  from  engraved  plates,  on  fine  white  paper  and 
firmly  bound.     The  music  in  this  volume  is  equally  adapted  for  piano. 

EED    ORGAN     FOLIO.— threat  care  has  been  taken  to  u.<se  only  such  pieces  as  comes  within  the  com- 
paas  of  a  five  octave  organ.     Should  be  on  every  parlor  organ  in  »he  land. 

SONG    BOUQUET. — one  of  the  best  collections  of  En«j:Hsh  and   American  ballads,   au.t   s^igs  with 
choruses.     Cheapest  folio  of  music  published.     224  pages  full  sheet  music  size. 

SONG    Dl  AMON  DS.— Vocal  music  of  every  description.     Sure  to  please  everybody.     Contains  Selections 
from  sticli  authors  as  Gounod,  Molloy,  Aide,  Claribel,  Dolores,  ets. 

SONG    TREASURES.— Such  authors  as  Abt,  Sullivan.  Pinsuti,   Burfiap,   Hatton,  Tours,  itc,  are  repre- 
sented in  its  pages,  and  the  be.st  and  most  popuhtr  sonjjsouly  have  been  u.scd.  "  ^ 

TWO    MUSICAL    FRIENDS.— A  variety  of  music  for  four  hands  is  contained  in  this  choice  book,  and 
it  will  prove  to  be  a  source  of  great  pleasure' to  "musical  friends"  everywhere.     Tive  pieces  are  of  mediuia 
difficulty — some  quite  easy.    All  are  gems  and  popular. 
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